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Chapter | 


NAME!" 

Wha ... what .. What is it?" 

YOUR NAME! | ASKED FOR YOUR NAME" 

James' eyes snapped open because of the piercing cold sound of the voice but the lights above him were too 


sharp, too bright, and much too intense, and he instinctively tried to protect his eyes by covering them up 
with his right lower arm to keep away the blinding light, as he always used to do. 


He tried. 

Hard. 

But he didn't succeed. 

Because his arms had got tied up behind his back. 

"| HAVE ASKED FOR YOUR NAME. REPEATEDLY" 

The sharp and slightly distorted sounding voice lacked from resonance and seemed to come out of thin air. 
From everywhere, or from nowhere. The voice had been too loud and had hurt in James' ears. And there 
wasn't a way to cover up his ears, also James had no chance to look around because he'd get blinded by the 
lights. 

"| AM WAITING FOR AN ANSWER, MAN!" 

James was near panic, groaning out loud in agony. His head felt as if the skull could burst off and his eyes 


explode every second now, just because the fucking machine-like voice's volume and shrilling main frequency 


slowly was cooking up his brain to amorphous mass. 


Without knowing exactly, or even realizing, what he was up to James frantically ripped at the bondages around 
his tied up wrists to get them off his hands. Hot pain exploded inside his arms and shoulders as he rolled 
around on his abdomen to bring his face down at the ground, and to get a better position to come up onto his 


feet. 

The "ground" had a tiled, cool surface, and James pressed his heated cheek against it while he tensed up every 
muscle in his arms to get rid of the handcuffs - or something like ropes from thin steel - around his wrists. 
His arms must had been tied up behind his back long enough to get his fingers completely numb because of 
the lack of blood circulation 

Maybe, he hadn't fingers any longer. 

He opened up his eyes to a small slit and gritted his teeth in his effort to free his arms off the ties. But 
whoever had done the tying up must had been very experienced because James failed over and over again. 
Sweat dripped off his forehead to the tiled floor. 


James groaned in frustration. His pulse raced, and his whole body was in pain. Every muscle felt stiff. 


What had happened to him? What was going on? James didn't remember a thing. 


If you won't stop struggling you will hurt yourself badly in the process," the piercing voice coolly told him. 
"Once again: YOUR NAME?" 


James cried out in pain and frustration. His head vibrated 


"What do you want from me, fucker? What's going on? Who are you?" he yelled. "What have you done with 
me? .. You want my fucking money, right? Fuck, yeah! You'll get it, it doesn't mean anything to me." 


A chuckle. 
Then silence. 


James body started to shiver violently because he immediately knew that this chuckle hadn't been a friendly 


one - and never had been supposed to sound as being friendly. It just sounded - amused. Cruelly amused. 

Now, James finally had managed to get to his knees while he still pressed his wet forehead against the floor. 
He had seen that the tiles had a blinding white color, too. The sight had hurt inside his eyes, and he didn't want 
to open them up again. All his senses, every muscle fiber of his body, and even the function of his skin cells, 
had reached the edge of their capacity. 

James’ arms hurt like hell, and his efforts to get them free had increased the pain. He had failed. 


And to his deepest shame he wasn't able to hold back his hot tears of pain and anger. They ran down his face 
then dripped to the floor while he panted in frenzy and with his lips opened up, gasping for air. 


But he didn't want to give another sound. 
Especially the sound from sobbing. 


Once again, he failed. 

"Tears, James?" 

The voice sounded openly amused now. 

“That's a rarity. | should videotape this for your fans to let them have a look on James Hetfield in tears .. 
Their favorite badass metal singer and rhythm guitarist - crying like a baby. Oh, | would make a shitload of 


money with such a tape .. Well, thinking about it .." 


"Stop it!" James yelled "You are insane! Fucking STOP IT!" 


He straightened up his body as good as he could have done with his tied up arms, and threw back his head to 
the nape of his neck, keeping shut his eyes. The sudden move of his head got his long blond mane flow through 
the air before it fell down his back. He breathed hard. His body cruelly ached but now the worked-out muscles 
of his back and abdomen effortlessly held him in the upright position, his arms still tied behind his back. 


"That's it," the voice whispered in an aroused tone. "Yes, you still know how to show off your body, James. 


Drunk about your ass all the time - but what a body!" 
James opened his mouth and roared in blind rage. He shook all over now. 


He would have thrashed around to destroy everything in his reach - if he would have been able to do so. But 


the burning pain in his wrists and arms got him a completely helpless wreck. 


"You better calm down, James," the voice softly said. "| don't want you to ruin your singing voice .. Or, maybe, 


this AROUSINGLY looking body of yours .." 

"WHO ARE YOU?" James furiously yelled. "Show up, fucker! Asshole! Show up, because | wanna let you know 
about some interesting details of my fucking sexy body. My fists, for example .. And | hope for you that you 
have enough cash to pay up the doctors for trying to patch up the sorry ruins of YOUR body after I'll gonna 
be done with you, asshole, but | doubt that there might be something of worth to get patched or stitched up 
when I'm done..." 

"James, James, James." 


The voice sounded silkily and as soft as a breeze. 


"PLEASE. Calm down. Really. You will ruin your voice, and that's not my intention. Spare your breath ... You will 


need it..." 
"For what?" James immediately and hot-heatedly cut in. 
Again, a low chuckle. 


No answer. 


Instead of an answer came a sudden and sharp snapping sound - as if a whip had got cracked - and a short 


pain in his wrists made James jerk. 


He gave a cry of panic as his arms fell apart. 


Then he realized that the ties around his wrists were gone. His arms limply hung down his sides, torturing pins 


and needles inside them, the fingers still completely numb. 


James groaned in pain and relief and tried to move his wrists and fingers. The painful tingle intensified, and 


James collapsed onto the tiled floor because of a sudden dizziness in his head. 


Laying on his right side he gasped for air and tried to breathe in and out slowly. But there was no way to get 
control about the agonizing waves of nausea. Just in time James managed in to turn his head a little more to 
the side to protect himself from choking. Then his body started to shake in violent spasms as his cramping 
stomach emptied itself over and over again. 


Then he lost consciousness. 
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Chapter 2 


The next time James got awake the room was much darker, the lights dampened. 


He found himself lying on his back on a small bed, covered up to his chest by a thin white blanket, his head 
rested on a thin pillow. The pillow and the blanket were made from synthetic fibers and felt weird. And they 


smelled weird, too. 


James had an awfully pounding headache, and he felt cold But at the same time he was sweating, and shivers 
ran through is aching body. His heartbeat was fast, and got even faster as he tried to figure out what had 
happened to him. 


Gritting his teeth in pain he lifted his left arm and stared at it. 


There were hematoma all over it, and they looked pretty new. The deep blue and purple bruise around the 
swollen wrist looked really bad, and there was some dried blood, too. 


James' fingernails and fingertips looked as if someone would had treat them with something from very rough 
material - like sandpaper. All fingernails had got splintered, and there was dried blood along the edges of the 
nail beds. The fingertips’ skin was scraped and covered by small cuts, and they throbbed badly, pulsating with 
every beat of James’ heart. And all of his fingers were swollen, their color slightly livid 


James stared at them in disbelief and shock. 
Then, he lifted his trembling right arm. It looked as bad as the left arm. Maybe, worse, because of the multiple 
puncture marks along the inside of the lower arm, some of them surrounded by hematoma. James moaned 


then he had to cough. 


His chest burned as if it had caught fire all of a sudden, and he gasped for air. Then he got shaken by a 
violent coughing attack. His throat was filled by mucous secretion in no time. Panicking, he threw his aching 
body to the left side and spat as much mucus as he got up to the floor. 


Finally, he was completely out of breath and laid on the bed without the strengths to move the smallest 


muscle, or even to open up his eyes. 


What, the hell, had happened? 
James didn't remember a thing. 


Nothing at all 


After a while he slowly turned his head to look around. The "room" he had been brought in wasn't a room. 
It was a prison cell 


Three of the walls had been painted in white. The fourth seemed to be made from thick glass. There was a 
small and narrow slit between the white tiled floor and the glass wall on the right side of said wall. 


No door. 


He had got locked in! He was a prisoner inside a cage, and he had no clue how he had got inside that cage. His 


mind was blank. 

An intense feeling of claustrophobia hit James in full force, and he started to tremble violently. 

He had to clench his teeth to keep them from clattering, and his mouth felt completely dry all of a sudden He 
tried to swallow but failed. Cold sweat covered his forehead, and he breathed faster. He felt so weak. 


He hadn't wanted to do so but now he wasn't able to suppress a low moan. 


This wasn't real. It must be a bad dream. 


It HAD to be a bad dream! 


Then, another feeling of a growing discomfort distracted him. 
He urgently had to take a leak. 


His bladder felt painfully full and he gave another quiet moan. Turning and slightly lifting his head he noticed a 


white toilet bowl on one of the white walls. There wasn't a Toilet lid. 


Beside the toilet bowl a small white washbasin was to be seen. And there was a small faucet, too. It looked 
completely stainless and clean, as if it hadn't been touched before James had got the prisoner who was 


supposed to use it now. 


James managed to sit up and to shove the white synthetic blanket off his body then he slowly swung his feet 
to the white tiled floor. 

He HAD to use the toilet - otherwise he had to piss himself in, and this wasn't an option 

Now, he noticed that he didn't wear his usual black jeans and t-shirt. 


The pieces of clothing he wore had been made from thin and grey-blue fabric. Synthetic fibres, of course. A 
half sleeved shirt and pants of the same color. 


The pants had no zipper, just an elastic waistband. And James was barefoot. His feet looked swollen and of a 


pretty dark livid color - like his hands. 


There weren't socks or shoes beside the bed But to his surprise the tiled floor didn't feel cold. There had to 
be an underfloor heating. But he didn't feel heat, too. He stared down at his feet. What had happened to them? 
They felt completely numb. 


James bit his lower lip to keep himself from crying out loud and wiped off the sweat on his forehead with his 
right lower arm, and then he carefully stood up. He felt dizzy, and he still trembled. The muscles of his legs 


hurt as if he had taken part on an ironman challenge. 


But he was able to stay on his feet after a while of swaying like someone in severe alcohol intoxication. And he 


managed to walk over to the toilet bowl, too. 


There, he quickly shoved down the pants - noticing that he wasn't wearing any underwear - and got out his 
cock. 

He gave a long drawn groan as he started to empty his bladder. It had been short from bursting, and now it 
seemed to be an endless stream of urine. 


Finally, James felt intensely relieved. He shook off the last drops and pulled up the pants what wasn't too easy 
because of his swollen and stiff finfers. 


He jumped as - just some seconds later - the toilet gave a gurgling sound and water swirled down at the 
backside of the bowl to clean up. James stared at the thing for a moment. Then he turned and looked at the 
washbasin and the faucet beside the toilet. 


There wasn't a button or any other mechanism to be seen what might get activated the faucet. As a first 


trial James touched the faucet. Softly. 


Nothing happened. 


Finally, after he had tapped at the faucet numerous times - getting more and more violent - he held his hands 


under the opening of the faucet, slightly rubbing them together. 
All of a sudden a small amount of fluid soap dropped onto his hands, followed by a thin stream of cold water. 
He should have known this! 


James quickly began to wash his hands, trying to get off the dried blood. But the flow of water stopped too 


soon to get all of his fingertips as clean as he had wished. 

"Fuck!" he quietly murmured. "Fuck technique!" 

Now he had wet hands and wanted to get them dry but as he looked around he didn't see a towel or anything 
else to get the job done. He had to dry them by wiping them on the awful prisoner's clothing, as it seemed. But 
the moment he pulled away his still dripping hands, all of a sudden a small slit inside the white wall beside the 


washbasin opened up, and an also small paper towel appeared. 


James didn't hesitate. He quickly grabbed at the towel and pulled it out because he feared the thing might get 
drawn back inside the slit if he'd had been too slow to get it. 


The small slit inside the wall instantly disappeared after James had got out the paper towel. And the wall looked 
as smoothly and untouched as before. 


Not the slightest uneven spot was to be seen, now. 


Again, James shivered in disbelief and gave a very quiet moan He threw the paper towel into the toilet bowl 


after he had dried up his hands. 


This time he wasn't surprised any longer as a short-lasting flow of water washed down the towel. He just 
turned around and glanced at the thick bulletproof -looking glass wall of his "prison cell" 


Outside the wall was a corridor with a similar white tiled floor. And opposite of James’ claustrophobic small 
prison cell was another one. It had a bulletproof glass wall, too. 


Inside there a man was to be seen. He wore the same clothing as James, and he laid on his left side on the 
tiled floor, his knees pulled up, nearly to his chest, and his arms around them. 


His body shook. 


His light brown long hair covered his face but that didn't matter. 


James gave a cry as he realized that it was David Ellefson whose body was shaken by ongoing violent spasms. 
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What are you doing to me 
You fool without a face 

Why do you want me to stay 
| know 

You are a monster from hell 


Hiding away 


Voice without a face 
Hiding from me 


Torturing my soul 


Why? 


| know 
It's because 


You are a demon from hell 


»Davidl" James yelled. „David Ellefson! Do you hear me? DAVID!" 


He hit the glass wall, at first with his flat hands, over and over and again, crying out David's name. But the 
other man didn't notice James, or he didn't hear him shouting his name. He still lay on the floor, his body 
convulsing and shaking. It came clear to James that David had an epileptic seizure - or series of seizures, 


without regaining consciousness in the calmer phases between the attacks. 


As far as James could see it from his own "prison" cell, the white tiles of the floor beside David Ellefson's 
head were covered up by a dark red substance - blood. A lot of blood, as it looked like. 


It had to be David's blood, and it was all around his head. Also, the usually beautiful but now ruffled long hair 
of Megadeth’ bass player - hanging down and all over his face - seemed to be sticky from blood. 


The poor guy must have bitten his tongue while he helplessly lay there, convulsing heavily without pause. Or, 


maybe, the blood had been caused by a large cut somewhere on David's head. That was more likely because 
the bleeding of a tongue bite never would have been enough to cover up so many tiles. David must have fallen 
down to the floor, already unconscious, hitting his head without any chance to protect it, resulting in a heavily 


bleeding cut. 


James stomped his foot in frustration as he got it that all his efforts to get any reaction from David seemed 
to be be completely useless. He had yelled until he got hoarse and had started to cough. His palms and fingers 
began to burn like hell because he still didn't stop to hit them against the thick wall from glass, as forcefully 
he was able to do. Every muscle inside his body was in pain now. James never had been a wimp and he always 
had taken a lot - everything - if necessary. He usually tolerated a lot of discomfort and also pain to a very 
high level. Nevertheless, this tolerance was limited but James went on to ignore the limit because he was 


focused on the suffering man inside the other prison cell. 


The glass wall didn't show any sign of getting harmed by James’ furious attacks. He kicked at it with his feet 
and his knees. But nothing happened. 


Nothing at all 


Finally, it got clear to James that not even an army tank would had been able to break down the fucking bullet 
proof glass wall. Maybe, if said tank would have been armed by tank-breaking missiles and would have fired a 


series of missiles against the wall .. But no missile-armed tank in sight. 


Also, the glass wall seemed to be sound proof. 
But James wasn't the man to give up so quickly. 


"DAVID! Come on, fucker .. JUNIOR!" Now his fists thrashed against the wall, his voice getting hoarse more and 
more. "JUNIOR! JU-NI-OR .. IM HERE .. Come on, fucker, you HAVE to hear me. | can't believe you fucking 
don't hear me. COME ON! DAVID!" 


His fists started to throb in pain He stopped and pressed the flat hands against the wall then his forehead, 
too, breathing hard and fast. Sweat ran over his face and tripped down to the tiles of the floor. 


James felt very sick and feverish all of a sudden. 


He finally had to give up, turned around and slowly slid down to the floor, his back to the wall which felt cool 


against his heated body. Tears of desperation and hopelessness were in his eyes but he didn't want to cry. 
What had happened to him and poor David Ellefson who looked pretty much sicker than James did. 


If this was a dream then it was an awful one. 


"You don't feel so good, James? l'm really sorry about that." 
THE VOICE. 
It seemed to come out of thin air. 


James shrieked. His flat hands hit the wall from glass behind him then he tried to get up to his feet. But he 


fell back to the floor because he felt too weak. His muscles were without any strength. 


He immediately had recognized the voice. 


It was the same awfully sounding voice as before - before he had lost consciousness. 


There was no doubt about it. His trained musician's ears had noticed several layers of computer generated 


distortion, so it wasn't easy to decide if THE VOICE belonged to a male or a female person. 


And there was a slight accent. Maybe, the speaker's native language wasn't English. Maybe, the person just 
wanted to pretend that the voice belonged to a non-native English speaker. 


James breathed in deeply and wiped off the sweat of his face. It didn't last long. Cold sweat covered up his 


face again in no time. 


"You know perfectly well that I'm feeling like shit," he hoarsely managed to croak. "| am sick and injured, fucker 
~ And | don't know why, or what has happened to me .. What have you done to me?" 


There was a brief laughter what sounded very distorted and piercing. 


"James, James, James!" THE VOICE said in a very amused tone. "I haven't thought about you being so stupid ... 


Come on! You have to be able to remember what has happened .. Think harder!" 
James gritted his teeth and brought his fists down at the clean white tiles with all the force he could master. 


"FUCKING ASSHOLE!" he yelled. "Where are you? Why are you hiding? Come on, show me who you are! | wanna 
break every single fucking bone in your fucking body!" 


"My dear James, you haven't changed in the slightest way, | am sorry to have to tell you," THE VOICE calmly 


answered. "You still try to solve your problems with your fists." 


James gave another hoarse cry. 


"MUSTAINE! YOU DAMNED FUCKER!" he yelled. 
The blood pulsated in his head, and his headache got worse. 


"This isn't funny any longer, Mustaine! Open up that damned wall, or you'll regret it for the rest of your 
completely worthless life .." 


His outburst was followed by a dry and icy chuckle. 


"Oh, | am sorry to have to tell you that you don't have the pleasure to shout at and giving names to a certain 
Mr. Dave Mustaine ... I'm not Mustaine, your so-called arch-enemy," THE VOICE coldly answered. "This would 
have been too easy, wouldn't it? .. Well, speaking of said person | want to let you know that Mr. Mustaine is 
my guest, too. He just has another, well, separate .. ROOM." 


James gave a desperate groan and covered his face with both hands. Icy cold shivers ran through his sweating 


body. 


This had to be the worst dream he ever had before .. Otherwise he had gone mad, hearing ugly voices inside 


his head. 
He finally lifted his head and looked around. Of course, nobody was to be seen 


"The guy opposite my cell is David Ellefson," he whispered, trying to stay calm. "He has started to shoot 
heroine, again, as far l'm informed .. Maybe, he's doing cocaine, too. You can't let him lay there suffering from 


serial epileptic seizures without help ... He'll die." 
"You think so?" 


"| don't just THINK so," James shook his head in desperation. "| KNOW it. He already had one epileptic seizure 
after the other while | have watched him .. He didn't regain his consciousness between the attacks. His brain 
will get swollen more and more, and this will damage his brain stem .. And then he won't make it very long if 
he'd stay on his own, without medical support. | .. | have seen him yesterday, and he already has been in a 
pretty bad shape, and | immediately knew that he's using again. He looked so thin and pale .. Or was it two days 
ago, maybe? Or three? | don't remember .." 


His voice faded. He just stared at the white tile in front of him. All of a sudden he felt thirsty. 
Very thirsty. 


He wasn't stupid enough to believe he'd get served several cans of cold beer to lessen the symptoms of the 


alcohol withdrawal he was sure to suffer from. 


It HAD to be alcohol withdrawal - because it felt like an alcohol withdrawal. 


He had done withdrawals by himself, locked inside his hotel's suite, whenever the band had several days off, 
and when he had noticed that his drinking habits had started to alter his voice or his ability to play the 

precise rhythm guitar he was famous for. He always emptied the content of every bottle with alcohol that 
was in the suite's fridge into the toilet or wash basin. Then he mostly stayed on the floor of the bathroom, 
wrapped in a blanket, because he knew he would have to throw up several times, and it was much easier to 


clean up the tiled floor of a bathroom than a carpeted bedroom floor. 


Kirk never had said a word. He had to fight against his own demons, as it seemed, and James didn't want to 


know of what kind these demons exactly were. 


But Kirk always looked as if the Harbingers of Death would have been behind his back, ready to finish him up. 


And James had realized - despite his own bad state - that Kirk seemed to be in constant fear. 


So, Kirk was busy to fight against his own angst, and he didn't get anything else what was going on with band 


mates. 


But Jason had noticed what was going on with James. 
Everything. 


He didn't give up when James didn't answer the door to his hotel's suite, and a locked bolt didn't hold him back, 
too, after he had got open the door with a second room key. 


The first time he had broken the security chain by forcefully throwing himself against the door - nearly 


breaking his own shoulder in the process. 
The second time he brought a bolt cutter. 
After these actions James had given in and voluntarily opened up his door whenever Jason wanted to get in. 


Mostly, James already had been in desolate shape, trembling and sweating all over. And every time he felt 
deeply ashamed because he had lost his lonely battle against the alcohol once more. 


He didn't want Jason to see him like this. 


He didn't want anybody to see him like this .. But especially not Jason. 


Because he liked Jason. 

A lot. 

He wanted Jason to see him strong, and always being in self-control. But the man who opened up the hotel 
room's door for Jason to get in wasn't strong. He used to be a mere wreck. Jason didn't care. He let James 
know that he wanted to help. 


And so James finally accepted Jason's help. 


Jason stayed with him. He cleaned him up whenever James had thrown up. He cleaned up the bed, and he made 


sure that the room service never got even a glimpse inside the bedroom where James laid in his bed. 
He always was there and helped without scolding, or calling James a hopeless alcoholic. 
He did his best to comfort James and to make him feel better. 


Then, James asked him - very shyly - to stop sleeping on the couch - or the floor beside the bed - but to 
share the bed with him. 


Of course, he had asked ONLY because he didn't want Jason to ruin his back by sleeping on the floor or an 


uncomfortable couch. 

So, Jason helped James through withdrawal, staying in bed with him until most of the symptoms had been 
gone. At first he just stroked James to calm him down. Then he kissed him. He kissed James' face while he 
stroked the long blond mane. 

It had been James who finally had locked lips with Jason's but Jason immediately kissed back 


They had started to make out, and very soon after James hungrily wanted more. And he got more. 


But now he was a prisoner, and he had no clue, why. 


Chapter 4 
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Chapter 4 


James sat there, his back against the glass wall and his face hidden in his hands. 
Finally, he lifted his head. 


"Why are you doing this to me? What have | done to make you angry, what have | done to deserve this? And 
why did you do this to David Ellefson? He's one of the friendliest guys | know." 


"Funny! Do you really think so?" 

"Absolutely," James firmly said. "He's Mustaine's victim, nothing else .. The fucker Mustaine first-handedly 
drugged David and got him an addict. David tried to escape but he also is addicted to Dave Mustaine .. | fucking 
don't know, why." 


"Oh, Mustaine looks good, don't you agree?" 


"COME ON!" James cried out. "Dave has beautiful hair, that's right. But don't you tell me that a mane of red 
hair could be enough to get another guy to open up his legs for him." 


There was another dry chuckle. 
"As far as | know you've fucked Dave, too." 


"That's not of interest," James furiously yelled. His heart raced. "That's history. Fucking HISTORY! | really don't 
know why I've slept with Dave .. | guess, because we have been young and didn't know what we were doing .. 
AND we have been drunken. Completely drunk about our ass, that's why we did this .. | never, never, never 
would do this again, it has been stupid .. So | don't know what you want from me. What have | done? WHO ARE 
YOU? Where am |?" 


There was silence. THE VOICE didn't answer. 


So, James thought he was on his own again, still without knowing what was going on. Seemed, he wasn't worth 


an answer. 


"You have a lot of questions, James," the distorted voice answered all of a sudden. "Too many, | would say. But 


| guess you have the right to get answered SOME of them’ 
James nodded but didn't say a word. He was exhausted 

"For first you should turn around to have a look at David Ellefson," THE VOICE casually meant 
James quickly turned, still sitting on the floor. 


To his surprise he saw several other people inside David's prison cell. They all wore white shirts and pants, and 
they looked like paramedics. There was a guy in a white coat, and James assumed he might be a physician 
They all cared about the still unconscious man on the floor. David had got an infusion, and the doctor injected 
something into the infusion system. A small monitor beside David showed his heart's activity and blood 
pressure on the screen. Another monitor had been attached to David's left forefinger by a finger clip to 
control the oxygen saturation of his blood. 


The three men and two women looked very experienced, and they worked calmly and precisely. 


James deeply breathed in and out several times and bit his lower lip to keep himself from weeping. He didn't 
want to cry. But he had to wipe his tears off his cheeks. 


"You can see l'm not cruel,” THE VOICE calmly said. "David Ellefson has stopped convulsing, and he'll regain 


consciousness very soon .. My personnel is very experienced." 
James gave a long-drawn groan 


"Please stop doing this to us," he finally whispered. "Why are you doing this? Who are you?" 
T 
HE VOICE laughed, and there was more distortion, hurting James’ hearing sense. 


"I am the guy who saved all your lives, my dear friend Yours for first .. And - because I'm such a nice guy - 
| also saved those of your so-called friends. You all have been in very high danger, and my people quickly got 


you out after they had .." 


"What danger?" James angrily cried out. He breathed hard, and the burning pain inside his chest intensified. "l 
don't remember anything like danger. There never was anything like danger, | would remember otherwise. You 


are lying to me." 


‘| never lie," THE VOICE answered in a very calm and cool tone. "Do you remember about your show in 


Kopenhagen? Metallica's show in Kopenhagen .." 
James gave a choked sound. 


"Yes, we ...| think .. | think we played there ... In Kopenhagen ... But I'm not sure. | don't remember the show .. If 
there HAS been a show." 


"Of course, there has been a show in Kopenhagen. You've done a show there, during the European leg of your 
tour. But as sad as it is, its understandable you don't remember a thing what has happened during and after 
this show in Kopenhagen ... Nobody would remember anything in such a case .. After all you got hit by a 
lightning flash .." 


"WHAT?" James cried out. "NO!" 


He violently shook his head, and his long blond hair flew. Then he tried to get up but failed because of the 


weakness of his muscles. He gave a howl. 


"FUCK, NO! Never! Don't try to make me believe in shit like this! This is NONSENSE ... I'd be dead if a lightning 
flash ..." 


"Not in this case," THE VOICE said without the slightest sign of emotion. "You haven't been hit by the main 
flash. It has been a small arm of said lightning flash what did that, and the electricity mostly has got 
swallowed up by your stage amps ... You really should thank your stage amps. They are ashes, now .. Well, 
unfortunately, a thunderstorm came up while you have played your show, a very heavy thunderstorm, and it 
came up very quick. It even hadn't started to rain .. So, you didn't notice it, | guess, and none of your fellow 
musicians, too .. Not to mention your stupid crew, but | don't count these guys .. IF you would have noticed 
the storm, you and your band would have stopped playing, I'm absolutely sure about that. But you went on 
playing because you DIDN'T notice the storm. The guys from Megadeth, The Scorpions and several other minor 
bands backstage and at the sides of the stage didn't get it, too .. And most of your fans stayed because they 


didn't want to miss the show of their favorite band .. whatever ‘favorite! means." 
There was a disgusted sneer to be heard. 
James immediately opened up his mouth to protest but he got no time to do so. 


"Well, some of them got alarmed as they finally realized that it weren't your show's explosives what had been 
the main source of the thunder and the flashing lights any longer," THE VOICE went on, ignoring James' anger 
and frustration. "But after a while most of them looked up and got alarmed, and they tried to get out of the 
arena - well, some of them got out in time, | have to add. But most of them stayed or didn't reach the exits 


fast enough to escape .." 


"No," James whispered. "Why do you tell me nonsense like this?" 


"Unfortunately, it ain't nonsense. It's all true .. I'm sorry to have to mention that your large and massively 
built towers of powerful amps mainly might have been a cause to attract the thunderstorm's electricity and 
the lightning flashes .. So, attracted by your large amp system, two or three very strong lightning flashes hit 
the crowd of fans, and several arms of the flashes hit the stage. It was an inferno, as I've been told A lot of 
fans died on the spot, and some of them died inside the intensive care units of the hospitals in Kopenhagen and 
all around the city .. You and your bass player - and also the lead guitarist - survived but got unconscious 
because of the shock, and so you had to get dragged offstage .. I'm sorry to have to tell you that your 
drummer didn't make it. The poor guy died on the spot, as it looks like .. l'm really sorry, James." 


James stared at the opposite wall without giving a sound. He felt as if he would have got frozen to ice in the 
blink of an eye. He wasn't able to move, or to speak. He didn't feel anything 


He just stared, his eyes wide open in shock. His pulse raced while his blood pressure rapidly decreased. 


He heard that the unknown voice still was speaking to him but didn't understand a word any longer. It sounded 


like white noise. 


Still without giving a sound, he fell onto his side and his head hit the floor with a weird, cracking sound. For a 
brief moment his eyelids fluttered. 


Then, everything around James went black once more. 
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Chapter 5 


| cry out in fear 

It's cold and it's dark 
Maybe, | am lost 
Maybe, | am dead 
Maybe, I'm a ghost 


Do you hear what | hear? 


The whispers of eternity 
Its dark all around 
There's no sign of light 
Maybe, | am gone 
Maybe, this is hell 


Maybe, I'm alone 


Tell me what | have done 


Because there's no eternity 


"James .. Come on, James! Do you hear me? James?" 

James' cheek softly got stroked - carefully stroked. 

‘Please, open up your eyes, James. You have nothing to fear .. You are safe." 

The low tone of the voice what softly had spoken those words sounded familiar also the slow stroking of 
James’ face with the backsides of the fingers of a well-known person The fingers moved to caress the golden 


locks of James’ long hair. 


"James, do you hear me? Please, come on, look at me. Please .. | wanna see your beautiful eyes." 


James didn't move. It could have been a trick. He just listened, too anxious to get tortured by the words of a 


voice - THE VOICE -, again. 

Or worse tortures. 

But getting tortured physically held the possibility to have a look at his enemy and to know who the person 
was. Maybe, this would have been much easier for James to deal with the fucker who dared to do this to him. 
AND he felt weak. 

He felt very weak and helpless, and easy to hurt and to get mistreated. 

Like some naive idea of a little one he irrationally thought for a brief moment that if he wouldn't got open his 
eyes to look at the other person, or to hide his face behind his hands, the other one wasn't able to see him, 
too. 


But then the other voice - the soft and male one - was back, and the stroking fingers, too. 


"James, it's me - Jason .. | am Jason. l'm here with you, baby. You have nothing to fear." 


Jason! 


James' eyelids slightly twitched but they felt as heavy as if large rocks - hanging onto them - would have 
made it impossible to get them opened up, not even a small slit. He tried but he didn't get them opened up. 
What the hell was wrong with him? Through the thin skin of his closed lids he saw a faint shimmer of light. 


Maybe, this really just was a trick to lure him to give a sign, and to let the torturer know that he had heard 


the voice. 


Maybe, THE VOICE had got manipulated electronically in another way and didn't belong to Jason but to the 


insane person who had captured James and David Ellefson. 


There was some movement and then James' lips got kissed, very tenderly and softly, and strands of long, curly 
hair touched the skin of his face, caressing it. 


And there was the scent of this silky hair what could have belonged to only one special person 


Jason. 


James' eyes abruptly snapped open 
Jason's eyes - of a deeper blue than James' - were just centimeters away from James’. Jason had bent low. 
James blinked several times. The pair of blue eyes stayed, still glancing into James’. 


But this had to be a dream, or a dream inside a dream. Or he just was hallucinating - because there wasn't a 


way that Jason could have been there all of a sudden, not so easily. It had to be a trick. 


James dimly remembered something about falling down to some white tiled floor. He still felt dizzy, and his 


head hurt. 

He opened his lips but needed some seconds to give a sound. 

"Jason?" he finally managed to whisper. 

Jason smiled at him. 

"Yes, baby," he whispered back. "I'm here." 

James frowned, still staring into Jason's eyes. 

| am awake, right?" he carefully asked, still whispering. "It isn’t ... it isn't just a dream?" 

"No, it isn't a dream. And you aren't hallucinating, either ... I'm real," Jason answered, his tone low. "They .. they 
allowed me to stay with you because you have been in a bad shape, and you must have cried for me without 
pause. They couldn't get you stop crying without constantly sedating you, and they had to tie you up to the 
bed to make you stop trashing around and hurting yourself. " 

James shuddered. 

He didn't remember anything. 

He slightly turned his head, and his eyes followed the lengths of the tube of an infusion what has got attached 
to his right arm, and the cannula for the infusion lay inside a vein at his lower arm. A white bandage held it in 
place. Dark bruises were around his wrist, and the fingers still looked bruised and swollen, too. Maybe, more 


swollen as they had looked before. 


James stared at the mess in disbelief and confusion. Now he felt the throbbing pain inside his fingers and 


knuckles. 


After a while he turned back his head and looked at Jason, his eyes wide. 
"They?" he asked. 


"Yeah. THEY." Jason gave a light nod. His facial expression showed no emotion. But James knew that Jason had 
to be furious about the situation "But | don't know who ‘they’ are. Several guys ordered me to come with 
them because my presence would be needed .. They tied up my hands and got me to this room, and | saw YOU 
inside the bed - unconscious. | nearly blacked out, too, because | thought you might be ..” 


James touched Jason's face with his fingertips as he saw the glittering tears in those beautiful blue eyes. He 
slowly and lightly ran his thumbs over Jason's eyelashes to wipe off the tears. 


"I thought | might be dead, too," he whispered. "And that YOU might be dead .. | still nearly can't believe you 


are here." 

Jason closed his eyes for a moment then looked into James’, again. 

"Do you remember what has happened, James?" he asked. 

"No. Not really." James shook his head, trying to concentrate. "I've been told by an unknown person - well, the 
VOICE of an unknown person - there had been a thunderstorm when we have played a show ... I'm not sure 
where ..." 

"Kopenhagen. Denmark," Jason calmly answered. 

His eyes were locked with James’. He didn't move a muscle in his face. He even didn’t blink. 

James stared back at him. 

‘Oh, yes .. Yes, now | remember. Kopenhagen. The arena in Kopenhagen. We played there." 

"Exactly," Jason said "A thunderstorm came up. A lot of people started to cry and to run, and | wondered why 
the camera men suddenly had disappeared .. Kirk must have got irritated, too, and we both looked over to the 
right side of the stage. There were the Megadeth guys and three guys from the Scorpions, hanging around and 
watching our show, and | remember getting angry about Dave's stupid grin" 

He ran his fingers through the long and wild locks of his chestnut colored hair, frowning. 

"| don't know for sure, too, but | think we played ‘Creeping Death’ as | noticed that something had to be really, 
really wrong and then | heard someone yell that we immediately have to clear the stage because of the 


weather, and the very same moment | looked up into the sky something very hot and white-glowing blinded me 


and hit me, and | was on my back all of a sudden, there on the stage, and my body felt completely numb and 


paralyzed .. For a second or two | thought about being shot .. But it had been a small arm of a lightning flash 
what had brought me down, as I've been told later. There must have been several lightning flashes, and most 
of them have hit the audience. But | didn't see that, | just heard the thunder and after that | must have 
blacked out" 


Jason swallowed hard then bit his lower lip. He lifted the white shirt he wore and got loose a bandage at the 
right side of his chest, right beneath the shoulder. There was the black burn mark of the lightning flash what 
had hit him into the chest. 


‘Oh, Jase, it looks awful," James whispered, tears in his eyes. "It looks so awful .. You could have been dead" 


Jason shrugged and covered up the wound, again. 


"You should have a look at the flashlight wound on the back of your left shoulder, James. It's bandaged, too. 


And | guess it isn't worse because the strap of your guitar has been somewhat of a protection, otherwise .." 
He paused to regain control about his composure, breathing in and out deeply and slowly. 


"I woke up in an emergency unit of a hospital somewhere, completely confused and disorientated, and a lot of 
people all around me cried and moaned in pain," he whispered. "I didn't understand them because they mostly 
seemed to speak Danish, or another Scandinavian language, but all of a sudden | thought that | had heard you 
cry, too, and looked for you ... Well, | tried to look | better should say. | lifted my head but all of a sudden 
some guy in white clothing was there, and he injected something out of a syringe into a cannula | had inside my 


arm, and then | blacked out once again .. | had wanted to stop him but had no chance to do so." 


"Oh shit," James murmured. "I don't remember about having been in a hospital .. | don't remember anything at 


all. | fucking remember NOTHING!" 


He looked left and right out of the corners of his eyes without moving his head. There was a bed on the right 
side of his. It looked as if it had been used, too. 


"Where are we?" he asked, whispering at Jason, while his fingers played with some strands of Jason's long hair. 
He was sure that they both got watched. 


"| don't know for sure," Jason whispered back. "But it doesn't look like a hospital. Well, | assume that this might 


be something like a small intensive care unit in another building but there can't be many patients .. | heard 


some whimpering sounds as these people escorted me to your room but | didn't see another patient .." 
"David Ellefson!" James immediately called out. "This has to be David Ellefson!" 


"David Ellefson? Come on. James! This can't be true. How should that be possible .. David Ellefson? Are you 


sure?" 


"Pretty sure. Absolutely!" James quickly had lowered his voice, looking around cautiously. "He has been inside 
another ... well, inside something like a prison cell with a bullet proof glass wall, opposite to mine, and! saw him 
there. He lay at the floor, convulsing because of epileptic seizures, as it looked like .. At first | couldn't see his 


face but | recognized his hair." 
James breather faster and his heart rate quickened, too. 


It was awful, and at first | couldn't get it what was going on, why he laid there in spasms ... Until | 
remembered about his potentially renewed drug abuse, and it came clear to me that he had to suffer a really 


bad drug withdrawal, and that nobody seemed to care about it” 


"But if you haven't seen his face how can you be so sure, James? It could have been every other guy with 


long hair." 


"It WAS David", James firmly answered. "And | tried to get out of this damned cell but there wasn't a way. 
Also, David didn't hear me as | did my best to smash this fucking wall from glass into pieces and yelled like 
mad .. Shit, | guess | got broken my fingers by the fucking wall.” 


He held up his hands and stared at his painfully throbbing and swollen fingers and the blood crusted knuckles. 


"Oh fuck," he whispered, his blue eyes wide in shock. "They are completely useless, now. | never will be able to 


play a guitar again" 
He started to tremble, staring at his hands as if he would have been hypnotized. 


Jason quickly bent and kissed him while he carefully took James’ hands to get them back down at the white 
blanket what covered James' body. 


‘None of your fingers are broken, baby," he said. "They did several x-rays, and they must have bandaged your 
hands, too, but you've ripped off the bandages again and again, so they had to tie you up to stop you from 
hurting yourself .. | guess that's why they dragged me out of MY prison cell. They wanted me to calm you 


down" 


James gave a desperate groan Shivers ran through his body but they hadn't anything to do with alcohol 


withdrawal. 
He looked at Jason, his eyes wide in fear. 


"Where are we, Jason, and what do these people want from us?" 
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Chapter 6 


Jason looked into James eyes without blinking, and James glanced back. None of them smiled. 


"| guess we got kidnapped. | can't think of anything else," Jason finally whispered. "And as it is common 
knowledge, kidnappers usually have the perverted idea they could make a shitload of money by threatening to 
deliver one finger of their victim after the other - or the ears - if the cash won't be get beamed over to 
them within a nanosecond, maximum .. Anyway, after that they use to kill the poor fuckers they have 
kidnapped ... If they haven't done this before getting the money.’ 


James stared at Jason in shock and disbelief then gave a sneer of disgust. 
"Then why give us some medical help before killing us? Or even feed us? That's illogical." 


"You are right. But our kidnappers don't need to think logically. I'm pretty sure their intention has nothing to do 
with logic. Besides, this is the game. Well, everybody thinks this HAS to be the main rule of the game ... How 
many fans in the audience have died as the lightning flashes went down? | haven't been told, so | don't know for 
sure but it must have been an inferno and people all over the world will say - or already DO say - that 
Metallica has to take over full responsibility, and | can imagine the headlines of the news and the newspapers 
about the murderers from Metallica .. Of course, we have to be responsible .." 


"| would like to take over every fucking responsibility if I'd get the chance to do so," James growled, his voice 
hoarsely. He furiously ruffled up his long blond hair. "Those fuckers who might declare Metallica to be guilty to 
have summoned up a fucking thunder- and lightning-storm will come up with the usual shit .. That we are a 
bunch of demons out of hell - FAG demons, by the way, living in sin and by sin and whatever, and that we'd be 
all too happy to do whatever our boss down there ever might order us to do .. Especially the slaughtering up 
of our fans to prepare a nice midnight snack for the idiot in hell who has been too stupid to keep his position 
as an archangel in heaven because he wasn't able to hide his evil nature, and HAD to get kicked his sorry ass 


by his God .. Aaarrgghhh!" 


He had to stop talking and scolding because he had to cough. It was painful to do so because his whole ribcage 
hurt cruelly. James tried to suppress the urge to cough but there was no way. With his face deeply red and 


his lips getting blue he desperately gasped for air, his arms around his ribcage to lessen the pain 
He felt as if he would get stabbed by white glowing spears, and his body shook 


Jason quickly had helped him to sit up, sitting on the bed now, too, holding James in his arms. He stroked back 
the singer's long blond hair and wiped off the cold sweat on James' forehead. James’ breathe has got a moist 


and labored rale, now. 


Jason nearly wasn't able to stand the distress - James’ and his own - any longer. Tears ran down his cheeks 
and chin while he tried to comfort James who was near suffocating. 


"You fucking assholes,” he howled, lifting his head. "Do you hear me? DO YOU HEAR ME? He's dying .. MY BABY 
IS DYING!" 


The next moment the glass wall/door to the dimly lit hall outside the room partially slid to the side, and two 


nurses and a doctor hurried inside. Jason hadn't seen them running up to their room but that didn't matter. 


Without a word they took over. Jason managed to reach his own bed before he broke down, sobbing helplessly, 
with his eyes still wide in shock 


James got supported by pure oxygen after two small tubes had got shoved up his nostrils and got fixed by 
medical tape. But his lips still had a dark blue color, and he had stopped moving. 


The doctor took the long thin tube a nurse had held out at him, and without hesitation he got the tip of the 
tube inside James open mouth then pushed it deep inside James' respiratory system, starting the mechanical 


aspiration. 


The ugly slurping sound of the mechanical aspiration and the sight of the large amount of purulent and bloody 
viscous mucus what quickly filled up the transparent cylindrically shaped container beside James' bed nearly 
got Jason to throw up. But he bit his right fist, breaking the skin with his teeth. The irony taste of his own 


blood got him in control of his impulse to vomit. 


To his surprise the rough treatment helped. James started to breath on his own the very same moment his 


brain noticed that there was enough fresh oxygen to support his life functions. 


He weakly tried to grab at the doctor's hands to get out the tube but the nurses held him. An oxygen 


controlling clip on his left forefinger was attached to a monitor, and Jason shakily breathed in and out as he 


saw the oxygen saturation of James’ blood constantly stay over a level of 92 percent. 
Finally, the mechanical aspiration got finished after James'state had been stabalized. The medical stuff cleaned 


up and made sure that Jason was okay, too, then the personnel disappeared as fast as it had entered the 


intensive care unit. 


James lay on his right side and didn't move, completely exhausted After a while he opened up his blood stained 
eyes and looked over at Jason. 


‘lm sorry," he whispered. 


Jason shook his head and stood up, leaving his own bed, and walked over to James who lay there like a broken 


puppet. 
There still was some of the viscous, purulent and slightly bloody mucus on James' lips and chin 


Jason grabbed a handful of tissues off the nightstand beside the bed so James could spit out the rest of the 
viscous mucus what had been inside his lungs and bronchial system. 


Jason handed him more tissues and James spat out until he was completely exhausted once more. But now he 


breathed much easier, and that felt good. 

"You wanna drink some tea?" Jason asked after cleaning up James’ lips, and James nodded. 

On the nightstand already were two large thermo mugs, brought in by the nurses. Jason took one of them and 
got it fully open. To cool down the content inside the mug he hadn't completely closed the lid. 


Now, he held the rim of the mug to James: lips. 


James sniffed at the tea, still suspicious. Maybe, there would have been some insane poison inside. But the tea 


smelled so good. 
"Mint?" he asked, looking up at Jason 
"Yes .. And the tea is pretty good," Jason answered. "I tried myself.” 


James put his fingers around the mug, and Jason let him. He just helped a little because James’ finger still 


trembled. 


Jason had been right. The tea was of excellent quality and taste, and had been freshly done. Because James 


was thirsty he drained the mug in no time. 
"Mmmhhh, good," he sighed. 


Jason helped him to put away the mug then to lay down on his right side, pulling up the blankets to James' 


shoulders. 

‘I'm tired," James sleepily murmured. 

"I can see that," Jason said, his tone very low. "You've got pneumonia. In the meantime it got much better 
because of all those antibiotics you've got but you don't have much energy at the moment and have to rest .. 
Try to sleep, okay? | will stay with you." 

"What .. what ... Pneumonia? No! .. No! This can't be true, Jase .. Why should I." 

Jason softly held him down as James tried to sit up again. But James tried again, ignoring his weakness and the 
slowing-down of his movements. Finally, Jason kicked off his own shoes and got onto the bed, too. He lay down 


behind James' back, closely pulling James' warm body up into his arms. 


Immediately, James calmed down, and he was fast asleep in no time. 
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Author's Notes: 
| feel bad. But it had to do it! 


Chapter 1 

James woke up, groaning. He felt disoriented, without having a clue what time of the day- or night - or even 
which day it was. 

With his eyes still closed he tried to figure out why his whole body hurt - every single muscle, every single 
bone. And why it was so extremely difficult and painful for him to swallow. Breathing was hard, too. His lungs 
seemed to be near burning to ashes whenever he breathed in. 

No way that these sensations could have belonged to the normal functions of an unharmed body! 


Something had to be wrong! 


James breathed faster, alarmed. The air he sucked into his lungs felt like some hot liquid from white glowing 


metal. 

He had to be in helll 

He had to be DEAD - burning in the fires in limbo! 

All of a sudden James noticed the tubes in his nose and slowly and cautiously lifted his left hand to touch and 


explore them. He didn't know why someone had stuck things from plastic like these up his nose, so he wanted 


to pull them out. They didn’t belong to him, so they had to go. 


"No, James, don't do this." A hand quickly took his, and softly but firmly pulled it away from his nose. "You still 


need some oxygen, two liters per minute, so you also need the oxygen tubes in your nose." 
JASON! 


This was Jason's voice. 


James jerked and ripped open his eyes, and then smiled at the sight of Jason who sat on a stool beside the 
bed. 


JASON. 


James' lover looked gorgeous with his intense blue eyes and the thick and long mane of chestnut colored and 
curly hair falling all over his shoulders and down his chest. His face was a little pale, but this could have been 


caused by the artificial light inside the room. 


‘Mmmmhhh, Jase," James happily murmured, staring and smiling at Jason. "You look so good. You are beautiful, 
so beautifull" 


Jason smiled and ran his long fingers through James blond and ruffled mane. 
"Thanks, baby," he whispered. "You look good, too.” 
He bent over and down and lovingly kissed James’ lips, softly caressing them. 


To Jason's great relief those lips had back the rosy color they normally used to have. 
The evening before James had been near choking. His respiratory system had been full of viscous, purulent 
mucus because of his pneumonia, and as he had tried hard to cough it up and out, his bronchioles started to 


spasm and finally shut down, so he wasn't able to breathe any longer. 


He had struggled for air, without success, and every move of his writhing body weakened and slowed down, 
also his lips finally had got livid until their color had been of a deep blue. His fingertips and fingernails got 
lividly, too, and Jason had been near hysteria in intense panic to lose James to Death because HE wasn't able 


to sufficiently help the man he loved. 
He nearly had gone mad in his angst and helplessness, crying out loud. 


All of a sudden a team of nurses and a doctor had been inside the intensive care unit's room, just some 
seconds after James’ state had got bad enough to bring him into real danger to get suffocated by the viscous 
secretion inside his own lungs. But it had felt like an eternity to Jason until the medical staff had rushed into 


the intensive care room. 


The doctor immediately had performed an artificial aspiration on James’ respiratory system - including 
aspiration of the mucus inside the deepest parts of the lungs - to clear it, so James finally had been able to 


breathe on his own, again. 


Now, James had to cough once more, but he brought up just a small amount of mucus. Jason held some 
tissues to his mouth, and after James had spat out Jason cleaned up his lips. 


After this he made James drink some tea and James thirstily drained the thermo mug. Jason held the mug 
but James tried to help with his trembling fingers around Jason's. 


There was some pudding and fresh fruit salad, too, but James didn't want to eat because he wasn't hungry. 
Again, he coughed hard. 

"Why do | have pneumonia? This is awful" he asked, after his eyes had followed the tube from his right arm 
up to a bottle of Ringer's solution then he had looked at the medicine and the large syringe of the perfusion's 
system, his eyes going wide in disbelief. "| cant remember anything what might have caused pneumonia." 

"| don't know," Jason answered, sighing. "I really don't know .. Maybe, you got it because of the stress and the 
weakening of your body because of the things which had happened during and after the show we had played .. 
And THEY told me that you are suffering from massive alcohol withdrawal ..” 

"Withdrawal from alcohol?" James eyes went wide. "But ... Jason ..” 

Tears filled his eyes in an instant. 

"I know very well that you have been sober, baby," Jason softly said. "I would have got it if you would have 
started drinking, again. But .. but ... | don't know how long we are here, now .. Maybe, they forced you to drink 
long enough to cause alcohol withdrawal to torture you .." 

"Aaaawww, but this is complete nonsense," a voice from the glass door casually threw in. 


THE VOICE - all too well known, and intensely hated. 


Without the slightest distortion or accent 


James and Jason jerked and stared at the door, in sudden fear and deeply shocked, 


LARS! 


Jason was on his feet and had reached the door in the blink of an eye in the furious intention to get Lars by 


his neck, to let him bleed for everything the little fucker had done to him and James. 


But he didn't succeed. 


Lars quickly stepped back a little, and the two bodyguards beside him stopped Jason's attack. A hard slap 
across his face made Jason howl in pain and nearly brought him down at the floor. He struggled to stay at his 


feet. 


But a second slap, followed by a hard uppercut into his stomach ripped him off his feet and sent him flying 
backwards. He hit the floor with full force, and gave a cry of pain 


His left cheek already started to swell and to get an unhealthy blue color while his lower lip had been split. 
Blood spilled out and tripped to the floor. 


But being perfectly worked-out for the exhausting shows Metallica used to do Jason was at his feet again in 
no time, staring daggers at Lars. 


"You'll pay for that, you perverted murderer!" he furiously yelled at him. "You goddamn murderer! What have 
you done to us? I'm fucking sure you have caused James’ illness. What did you do to James, you sick fucker? ... 
Oh, yeah, you really HAVE DONE something, you just should see the guilt in your fucking eyes .. You never 
have got it how to do a poker face fast enough ..” 


"Stop wailing around, Jason," Lars coldly answered, disgustedly eyeing the bass player. "Because YOU never have 
got it how to control your primitive emotions, and you didn't get the trick since | have left the band, l'm sorry 


to have to tell you ... Sad, really sad - but I'm not surprised. As | always had the pleasure to mention - you 


are just a dumb farm boy from Michigan with the manners of every dumb farm boy .." 


"STOP IT!" James now hoarsely yelled. "Stop calling Jason names, fucker! DANISH ASSHOLE!" 

He wanted to go on but then he had to cough and howled in agony because of the sudden pain in his chest and 
ribcage. He wrapped his arms around his chest and groaned. His head fell back to the nape of his neck. With his 
lips opened up, he breathed flat but fast until the waves of pain slowly decreased. 


He lifted his head to shoot Lars looks of hatred. 


"You have NO fucking right to criticize Jason, or to say anything like this," he hissed. "You don't even have the 
right to kiss Jason's feet, asshole .." 


"Aawww, James. Don't be such a drama queen" 
Lars nonchalantly and arrogantly waved his hand, clicking his tongue. 


‘James, James, James! This is disgusting, really. But it's your usual style. You don't have any better manners 
than your stupid bass player. You never had. This is really, really disgusting and disappointing. But | should have 


known because you never have got it if | tried to teach you how to behave. You and your bass player are 


barbarians, just barbarians with the brains of some lower beings .." 

"ll kill you," Jason threw in, his tone coldly and icily. "You already are a dead man, Lars." 

He narrowed his blue eyes and threateningly stared at Lars. 

It was clear to everyone that he meant what he had said. 

Lars arrogantly glanced back at Jason, his green eyes slightly narrowed, too. 

‘lm pretty sure, you really may WANT to kill me, farm boy," he gave back, smiling cruelly. "But anything like 
this won't happen. Believe me. My personnel would have killed YOU before you even would get near enough to 
be able to touch me. So, you better don't try to attack me if you know what's good for you .. And for your 
pretty lover, too, by the way.” 


Jason breathed hard, licking the blood off his split lip, and stared at Lars in hatred and fury. 


He always had been suspicious about Lars’ secret activities and manipulations during the time the Dane had 


played as a drummer in Metallica. 


But James never had believed Jason - or didn't want to believe - that Lars would be foolish enough to do 


anything what would be against the laws, or what would compromise his precious person. 


At first. 


Lars always had been an awfully bad drummer, without the slightest feeling for the beat or how to keep up a 
beat, and he just had stayed in the band because Cliff had protected him, not to mention that Lars had been 
clever enough to do his very best to bring in the money the band had urgently needed to go on 


Dave Mustaine, the band's first lead guitarist, quickly had realized that Lars had been a talented manipulator, 
who made people believe in the idea that even their illegal activities would have been their very own and 
personal decisions, not to mention that those activities had been everything they ever would had dreamed of 
and wanted to do. 

So, Dave Mustaine had to leave the band because he curiously had sniffed around behind Lars' back. 


He had been much too curious. 


Also, Dave easily had got something Lars never managed to get - James. 


Inside his bed. 
But James slept with DAVE. 
Unbelievable! 


In Lars' eyes Mustaine had been nothing more a thief, taking away the boy with the beautiful golden locks 
after whom Lars had lusted all day and all night, while he never had managed to manipulate James enough to 
get him lust after the Danish drummer. 


So, Dave HAD to leave the band. 


But it had to look like a logical necessity because of Dave Mustaine's constant and excessive drinking, and his 
aggression because of his growing alcohol abuse. Lars managed to make the others believe that Dave would 
have ruined the band in no time. No record label ever would had considered to give a contract to Metallica, in 
fear that Dave's drunken rage and destructive impulsivity would have destroyed the band and the label in no 


time. 


So, Lars finally managed to get Dave thrown out, and Kirk had taken over as the lead guitarist for the band. 
Kirk had been easier to manipulate. He had wanted to fit in, so he didn't say too much. Especially not about the 
ugly things Lars used to do to get his will. Kirk had been happy enough to get the job as Metallica's lead 
guitarist, but he suffered because Lars always told him what - and how - he had to play. Kirk kept shut his 


mouth and didn't complain, in fear to lose his job. 


He also didn't protest when Lars decided that he wanted to fuck the lead guitarist because he liked Kirk's 
pretty ass. 


On the other hand Lars never would have asked for Kirk's wishes or needs. They always had been irrelevant. 


Non-existing. 
A minor slave like Kirk wasn't allowed to have wishes or needs. 
He just had to drop to his knees whenever - and wherever - Lars wanted his cock getting sucked. 


Immediately, and without protest. 


Unfortunately for the band, Cliff had died in the fatal bus accident in Sweden. 


But right in time for Lars - because Cliff had got more and more irritated and suspicious as he had noticed 


what Lars used to do with people he didn't ‘like’. 


Besides, Lars was still a bad drummer and hadn't even learned how to FAKE being a good drummer, so Cliff 
had enough of being the rhythm nanny of an awful drummer who didn't even try to better his poor drumming 
abilities. 


Jason hadn't tolerated this. 


Because he had been the victim of constant harassing by the rest of the band he had nothing to lose. So, 
after some time as a bass player in Metallica he stated that Lars better should leave the band to work as a 
clerk in a bank in Alaska or - even better - the North Pole where the Polar bears won't have been tolerant 


enough to get annoyed by a drummer who wasn't able to keep up the simplest beat. 


James had enough of Lars’ awful drumming ability and his impertinence, too, but he had needed support to 


verbalize his growing discomfort. 
Jason was his support: 


So, LARS finally had to leave the band - and not the impertinent bass playing Michigan farm-boy, as Lars had 


planned. 
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Chapter 8 


After Lars had left Metallica - telling everybody he HAD to leave because of James’ mental instability and the 
incompetence of the other band members - he, nevertheless, tried to get a new job as a drummer in 


Megadeth. 


Their former drummer had quit all of a sudden, even without having been provoked before by Dave Mustaine, 


in any kind or any way. 


Actually, the guy vanished without leaving a trace. FBI had got involved, but the case stayed a mystery, the 
file couldn't got closed. 


Anyway, Megadeth urgently needed a new drummer. 
Lars quickly cornered Dave, and he offered to help Megadeth to destroy Metallica, and also to get Mustaine 
and his helpless ‘puppy’ David "Junior" Ellefson all the money they needed to pay off their dealers for the large 


and constantly growing amount of heroin and other drugs. 

Both musicians - the guitarist and the bass player - repeatedly had been threatened by their dealers to get 
killed if they weren't able to pay up the depths they had. Of course, there wasn't enough money to buy food, 
or to come up with the rent for the shabby apartement they both shared. 


Mustaine didn't give a fuck about the thought he'd soon got slaughtered up. For himself his own life was 
totally worthless anyway, but he feared for his lover's life and health. 


It didn't count that David Ellefson hadn't anything like ‘health: inside his body and soul since a long time. His 
‘health’ had been ruined by drugs and booze. 


But Dave Mustaine simply didn't want to lose the wreck he had created, and David was the only one who didn't 


think of running away from Dave. 


Because there wasn't enough money to run away. 


So, Dave got forced to accept Lars as a drummer for Megadeth - without auditioning him. The other band 
members had nothing to say in the matter. 


Not for long. 

As a matter of fact, Lars played the drums much too bad, he even didn't reach the minimum standard what 
would have allowed him to play along with Megadeth’ professional technique in playing Metal. Dave was a 
composer and guitarist of highest quality. He wasn't an out-standing singer but this never had been of too 
much interest. His singing was good enough, and he always got better. 

Not so Lars drumming abilities. 

And the Dane wasn't stupid enough to ignore this fact. 

For the first time in his life he really tried his best, which wasn't too much, and he exercised day and night. 
He urgently wanted to keep the job - because he wanted to take revenge for being humiliated by the Metallica 
guys. He always had thought to be in control about his former bandmates. 

This had been just a foolish dream. 

But as much Lars exercised and tried to fulfill Dave's and the rest of the band's demands, it wasn't good 
enough. 


He never came near the standards of the band. Unfortunately, it HAD to be Megadeth. In his eyes no other 
band had the capacity to help him to take revenge for being offended and blamed by Metallica in such a way. 


Lars always had good ideas for new songs, but even his quality as a composer didn't count much after a very 


brief time. The other members of the band threatened to quit if Lars wouldn't leave Megadeth. 


Not even the quickly increasing amount of money what came in for Megadeth - all because of Lars’ clever 


management - was of interest any longer. They wanted him out. 


Dave and David decided to rather sober up and to get clean in rehab, only to get rid of Lars and his constant 
arguing and motormouthing - and Lars finally got thrown out of Megadeth, too. 


After this episode he all of a sudden dissapeared - without leaving a trace. 


Nobody had felt too sad, and the FBI wasn't interested in opening up another file, too. 


Unfortunately, the Megadeth' money disappeared, too. Also, without leaving a trace. 


"My good James, you are a loser of unbelievable performancing ability," Lars now told his former bandmate, 
his tone extremely cold. "I didn't know that you'd be such a miserable whimp. Getting hysterical about your ass 


in no time .. You really did your best to disappoint me ...” 
James gave a sneer of disgust. 


"How could this be, my good Lars? Will you please enlighten me? Didn't you already mention that I'd be such an 


unbelievably ‘qualified loser?" 


Lars wordlessly stared at him, his eyes like frozen green lakes. He briefly turned up his pretty nose before he 


was in control of his composure, again. 


"Well, my VERY GOOD friend James, you are too much of a whimp to even can stand a night in some ice and 
snow - on a nice mountain's glacier of really stunning beauty - without catching a cold An experienced hunter 
like youl .. lm EXTREMELY disappointed. EXTREMELY. Of course, you hadn't any clothes to wear. I've decided to 
abandon you in your birthday's suit, just to make sure you won't miss any aspect of your adventure .. AND 
who would need clothes if he could do some work-out to warm himself up, especially if the person in question 
is such a tall and muscular guy like you. And in addition, all of this had got smoothly arranged - without any 
costs for a certain guitarist without fortune - at a wonderful location of pure beauty .. Other people would 
pay up their whole year's income to just get the chance to have a look at a glacier of such beauty. Sad, really 


sad .. By the way, | own the mountain and the glacier .. And all the mountains nearby." 
Lars shot James a cold look 


"Of course we had to get you drugged for your little adventure, because you didn't want to cooperate, so you 


never will be able to remember a thing what has happened .. This is very sad, too, | have to add" 
He sadistically grinned. James gritted his teeth to keep himself from the heavy swearing he had in mind. 


"But | have to admit that it has been a lot of fun to observe you by trying to find some shelter while | 
always had warm feet and a good drink at hand," Lars went on. "Unfortunately, we had to get you out of the 
cold as we saw that you won't make it much longer, and | didn't want you To pass away so easily. Your heart 
rate slowed down too much, it was disappointing, and | got bored .. Well, my physicians and nurses got you 
warmed up again, very slowly - as the medical guidelines for the correct and required treatment of patients 


after a cold injury would demand it .. Nevertheless, I'm SO sorry about the minor cold you've caught .." 


"If you'll be stupid enough to add one fucking word more to this unbearable shit, you'll regret that, you Danish 
gnome. Badly," Jason casually threw in Nevertheless, his tone was low and dangerous. "James nearly died 
because of pneumonia of his both lungs ... I'm pretty sure you have known about this fact all too well, so you 
ordered your very loyal ‘personnel to get me out of my prison cell, hoping that | might be of some help to 
calm James down as he weakened himself more and more by thrashing around in his feverish and disoriented 
state - and also because he desperately cried for me to help him ... You have been right, as always, of course. 
The poor guy DID calm down when he sensed my presence, and the medical treatment finally helped .. But last 
evening and night he nearly died, again, because of asphyxia. And for THIS you will pay, | swear." 


Lars icily looked him up and down for a while, taking in the tears in Jason's eyes in satisfaction. 
Then he lifted his left brow. 


"You better THINK before you try to threaten me, Jason," he coldly replied. "I'm not overly amused by the 


unqualified utterances of an imbecile Michigan farm boy." 


"You are the same asshole you always have been," James hissed at him. "YOU better don't try to threaten 
Jason. As you correctly have noted | have a hunting license, and I'm an experienced hunter. | am used to track 
and hunt down a wild beast until its mine. And | don't take prisoners. Never have. No exceptions ... And | also 


will hunt you down without mercy to kil you, my dear friend. You can count on this." 
Lars was in complete control about his composure. He just smiled at James. 


"Don't underestimate me, my dear James. | have worked hard in the interim to make some money. Well, A LOT 
of money. | wanted to be able to buy everything and everybody | would want to buy, whenever | would wish 
this. I'm a little proud that it didn't take much time to reach my aim. | seem to be gifted, and so l'm now the 
owner of most of the recording studios and labels all over the world, not to mention the film studios. Of 
course, large parts of several countries are mine, too, and | could cause a worldwide disaster if I'd decide to 
stop the output of my pharmaceutics industry, or the oil production .. But why would | do this? It won't be 
fun" 


Lars' arrogant posture caused an intense nausea inside of Jason. James stared at Lars in disbelief, too. 
Lars gave a pleased smile and ran his fingers through his perfectly cut short hair. 
"And | also pay my people well enough to be sure of having their loyalty .. Am | right, Hoskins?" 


One of the heavily armed bodyguards - looking like the commander of a special killer command unit - 


immediately straightened his body into military posture, clicking the heels of his heavy boots. 


"SIR, you are absolutely right, SIR" he barked without hesitation 


His facial expression didn't show an emotion of any kind. 
Lars gave a pleased smile to his commanding bodyguard, nodding gracefully at the man. 
Then he looked back at James. 


"See?" he asked, his tone full of satisfaction, and then shrugged. "| have the BEST personnel of the world, it's 
highly qualified .. My people would do everything for me. You shouldn't underestimate them." 


James didn't move a muscle in his face as he coldly glanced at Lars. 


"And YOU always have underestimated my skills as a hunter and possible sniper, my dear Lars." 


Lars' green eyes briefly had shown a sudden flash of fear before he was in control of his composure, again 
He opened his mouth to verbally take revenge but he hadn't a chance to do so because he got interrupted. 
"That's enough now, fucker," Jason hissed at him, not caring about the pain in his split lip. 

Jason had noticed James' increasing exhaustion. He quickly sat down at the edge of the intensive care bed and 
laid his arm around James’ shoulders, holding and securing him. He slipped his other arm around his lover's 


chest to make sure that James stayed in an upright sitting position. 


With a nearly inaudible sigh of relief James leaned back and closed his eyes while his lips slightly opened up. His 
head fell to the nape of his neck and to Jason's shoulder. 


Jason turned his head and softly kissed James' temple, making James smile. 

Lars gave a sneer of disgust. 

"You are so sweet, really sweet," he coldly mentioned. "Am | right, Kirk?" 

He slightly turned his head. 

The other four bodyguards in his back stepped apart, forming a gap between them. 


Now, Metallica's lead guitarist was to be seen Until this moment he hadn't given a sound. 


Kirk's face showed no emotion at all, and his dark eyes seemed to be clouded and dull, without any sign of life 
inside. 


They looked .. dead. 
Kirk didn't glance at Lars but stared straight ahead. 


‘Of course, you are right, Lars," he said, his tone as emotionless and lifeless as his eyes and facial expression 
"As always." 
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Chapter 9 


Kirk! 
And he was with Lars! 


He was elegantly dressed, wearing an expensive looking suit in dark blue and an also dark blue shirt. And he 


wore a neck-tie from blue silk with delicate stripes in silver. 
Awful 


Jason and James nearly jerked, and James quickly had lifted his head off Jason's shoulder, his blue eyes wide in 


shock, while Jason gave a howl of mental pain. 


Lars smiled at them, and his green eyes showed off the deep satisfaction of a tomcat which had clawed his 
tiny grey furred victim to death just some minutes ago. 


He was very pleased by the reaction he had caused. 
Jason and James thought otherwise. 


Especially Jason could have thrown up on the spot. He had to swallow hard numerous times to suppress his 


nausea. 


| can't believe this, Kirk. You are a damned traitor," he furiously hissed at the guitarist as he was back in 
control of his body, staring daggers at Kirk. "Just look at you! This is so .. OH NO! You asshole have double- 
played for years, as it looks like, and have betrayed us .. What kind of a sick fucker are you? You are so 
worthless. Fuck, | always have suspected something like this .. Is the disgusting Danish gnome good enough in 
bed to get you a spy? Has he managed to fuck you to a completely stupid and even brainless piece of shit? 
Maybe, he just has enough money to support your insane and abnormal fetishism for awfully designed and 
ugly guitars. You are just his puppet on a string. | bet that not even ONE single note of your solos has been 
your own idea - you always had to lick your master's ass .. Oh hell, | fucking don't believe you've done this to 


us!" 


Kirk stared at him, his dark eyes wide in shock now. He breathed fast, and his lips moved and twitched but he 


didn't give a sound. 


"That's enough now!" Lars yelled at Jason, after he had looked at the dark-haired guitarist who stood there like 
a statue. "You are as impertinent as you always have been, you dumb farm-boy, and you won't be allowed to 
offend my baby any longer! .. Fucking nothing-for-good! | really don't know why | ever have given you the 
chance - and permission - to crawl out of your stinking hole full of fleas and lice and rats, and all the other 
disgusting shit of a cow farm, somewhere there in Michigan, and to play the bass for Metallica .." 


At this moment James gave a low and dangerously sounding hiss, glancing at Lars out of narrowed and icy blue 


eyes. 


"You fucking MIGHT think that you had a say in the matter - in any fucking way - as we auditioned Jason as 
replacement as our bass player after Cliffs death .. You are so wrong, sweetheart! | was the one who wanted 
Jason, so | made YOU believe that YOU would want him by hinting that a sexy and clever drummer like you 
easily might find his way into the bed of a certain blond rhythm guitarist who won't be able to keep back his 
cock from getting hard all the time because of said drummer's unbelievably perfect and erotic decision ... So, in 
this case | have manipulated YOU!" 


For a moment Lars lost his control about his hatred. His small body shook But he was in control about his 


composure just some seconds later. 


He remembered all too well the four nights after Metallica had accepted Jason Newsted as their new bass 


player. He had tried to seduce James, being sure James would have been ready - finally - to mercilessly 


getting fucked by the Danish God of Thunder. 


But four nights in a row he had found the door to James' bedchamber locked, so he had no chance to satisfy 
his greedy lust. 


"You will pay for this, Jamie-boy," Lars now spat at James. "Do you really think I'd need your gutter sex to 
get me satisfied? Its Kirk's cultivated capability as a lover what | really need. His techniques are outstanding. 


You never would reach his quality p! 


"Another impertinent word, and l'm out of bed to call you to account for EVERYTHING you have done to usl'm 


not as weak as you might hope for, asshole. | have enough of you, now .. And | also will make sure to get the 


rest of the world free of your unwashed Danish ass - you can count on me about this, fucker .. | never make 
promises of this kind without knowing for sure that | have the skills to do so, and you fucking know about this 
fact." 


Lars wordlessly stared at James. He hadn't moved a muscle in his face - he didn't even blink. 


After a few moments he briefly lifted one corner of his mouth and then again dropped it before it could have 


looked like a smile. 

‘lm really impressed, James," he acidly said. "Really." 

His green eyes looked James up and down. Then he laid his right forefinger to his lips. 

"Why, and when, have | decided to let you stay alive until now, you useless creature out of the gutters?" 


He acted as if he'd tried hard to remember about his motifs, giving a very good show, including turning his 
eyes upwards to the ceiling to blankly stare at it, deep in thoughts. 


"Ah - yes! | remember it!" He gave a dramatically sounding sigh of relief. "| wanted to have some more fun 
with you, so | thought | should wait some days, and to give you some rest until you would be strong enough 


to be able to suffer some nice torture.” 


James just gave a low desperate groan because he was deeply exhausted now. He slightly trembled because he 
wasn't able to sit upright any longer. Cold sweat was all over his forehead and nape of his neck, and started to 
run down his back. He still was held by Jason's arm around his shoulders. Jason had gripped him tightly to 


stabilize him, and he noticed that the hairs in James’ nape of the neck got wet because of sweat. 


Jason himself looked as if he wanted to explode every moment now - and to explode in a way as if ALL of 


Metallica's stage explosives would have blown off at the same time. 


In the meantime Kirk had stared down at his feet without giving a sound. No whimpering, no whining in any way, 


no sighing as usual. 

NOTHING! 

He seemed to be without life. 

But Jason and James knew Kirk well - and long - enough to know that he was suffering. He seemed to be 


under Lars’ control since a long time. And he visibly was in fear. He was in so much fear that he didn't dare to 


tell his band-mates what was going on. 


How had Lars managed to get Kirk to his puppet on a string? To a puppet without life and with dead looking 
eyes. 


Kirk was a puppet in an expensive suit, his long and curly dark hair perfectly done to a pony tail in the nape of 


his neck. 
What had Lars done to Kirk? 


This wasn't the Kirk - the human being named Kirk - whom James and Jason had loved. He had lost his 
personality, and he had locked his feelings deep inside of his brain. 


Maybe, Lars exactly knew about this, too. But if he'd known anything about Kirk's feelings he wouldn't have 
cared about them, anyway. Kirk was his prey. And a captured prey had to surrender, and also had to know 


who his master was and how to please him. 


Now, Lars nonchalantly waved his right hand with the perfectly manicured finger nails at the both men on the 
bed. 


"Well, enough said, now. As nice as it is to chat away with you both losers .. | don't have the time to hang 
around all day - time is money, as we all know .. Well, | better should say that certain people inside this room 
might do their best to TRY to know about this fact - but the REAL KNOWLEDGE about how to make money 
has to be an inborn sixth sense, otherwise you'll always stay at the level of an unwashed rock musician who is 


too stupid to restring his guitars by himself without destroying all of them because of his clumsy fingers .." 


Kirk abruptly lifted his head and stared at Lars. His dark eyes were glowing like demon's eyes, now. 


He had destroyed exactly ONE of his guitars - and he always had A LOT of guitars - as he tried to restring 
her while being drunk about his ass and completely out of his mind because he had added several joints to the 


alcohol. 


Lars - who had tried to help Kirk to restring the guitar - had been even more drunk and clumsy-fingered 
than Kirk, and as they both finally had managed to wrap eight or nine strings around the guitar's fretboard, 
and to tie them together in something what Lars had announced to be some extremely complicated Danish 
sailing knots, Lars HIMSELF had destroyed the guitar by stumbling over the sailing-knotted strings and falling 


down onto his ass, breaking the guitar into pieces. 


Nevertheless, this wasn't of much interest because in general for Lars everything he possibly had done wrong 


- or where he had looked bad - in his past wasn't of interest. 


The very moment Jason noticed Kirk's reaction he tensed up and was ready to jump off the bed, to prevent 


Kirk from risking his life by doing something really stupid just because of Lars’ cruel remark. 


But there was no need to do so. Kirk immediately had been back in control of his composure, but he still 


stared at Lars without blinking. 


He stood and stared as blind and cold as a statue from black marble. 


".. and as | have pointed out numerous times, to me it has absolute top priority to make as much money as 
possible .. It always has been. Nothing else," Lars arrogantly told his former bandmates. He clicked his tongue, 
smiling to himself. "A drummer who can count up to more than two is nothing the world really would be in 
need of .. If you have heard one drummer, you have heard all of them. And your current drummer now has 
been stupid and clumsy enough to get killed right on stage by a lightning flash .. Well, you just might take the 
next best long-haired idiot who accidentally comes by as his replacement. He'll do the job as well. This is so 
funny, and | laughed a lot as my security personnel told me how the drummer - Larry Black was his name, 


right - got killed. This is so Spinal Tap-like." 


He gave an evil grin then shrugged, pulling down the corners of his mouth while he ran his fingers through his 


short hair. Then he turned around to look at Kirk. 


"Baby, we should hurry up now to get ready for the diner with the royal family .. The Queen won't be amused 
if we would be too late, and | won't dare to disappoint a Royal Highness, especially the Queen who is such a 
distinguished lady. My manners are too perfect. So, lets go now .. Our make-up-artists will be there in half an 


hour, and my hair isn't done yet.” 


Chapter I0 


Author's Notes: 
Enjoy the chapter—without getting a heart attack! 


Chapter 10 


„We have created a monster, Jason ... No, it's just MY fault - it HAS to be my own fault. | must have done 
something wrong to cause it ...| failed, and so nobody else than | am the one whose fault it is .. My father 
always has been perfectly correct about my incapability to do something - anything - right, and | NEEDED to 
be told by him day after day that I'm a loser .. And now I'm the one who has failed poorly, and so | created 


the monster .." 


James whispered the words at his lover, as Jason carefully helped him to turn onto the right side of his tall 
body. Again, James helplessly lay on the intensive care bed, completely worn out. 


Jason, whose own medical treatment had been finished just half an hour ago, now exhaustedly sat on a stool 
beside James' bed after he had to bend very low to assist James in turning to the side. He still was in very 
intense pain, and his face was pale enough to name the non-existing color ‘A Whiter Shade of Pale", after the 


title of the famous song of ‘Procol Harum". 


But neither pain nor paleness had stopped Jason from getting out of his bed after a while - as the medical 


personnel had left the room, and to hurry over to James to care about him and to stay at his side. 


"This isn't true, baby," Jason whispered back now, hot tears showed up in his eyes as he noticed the sadness 
and the shock in James’ eyes. "You know this IS NOT true, and | don't wanna hear nonsense like this. Please, 
don't accuse yourself because of the evil things Lars has done over all those years he had played the drums 
in Metallica, and in Megadeth, and then probably has done during the following years .." 


He kissed James temple and brushed back some long strands of sweat-soaked blond hair. He felt how series of 
intense shivers start to shoot through James’ exhausted body, violently shaking him and got him gasping for 
air once more, in this case because of a rapidly building up hysteria, as it looked like. 


Jason wanted to calm him down but he didn't want to tell James any lies. 


"The monster always had been there, believe me, always had been inside of Lars .. For some time he tried 
pretty hard to hide the evil creature, as long as he believed in himself being in absolute control about 
everybody and everything, and to use us as his source for getting all the money he seems to have now. | 


always had been sure that he has manipulated the calculations of Metallica's incoming money, and that he 


managed to get transferred the largest amount of the cash we had earned by doing unbelievingly long tours, 
by selling the records AND the merchandise, to his own secret and multiple bank accounts outside the USA .. | 
really are ashamed to have to admit that | used to sniff around behind his back, and that | also used to follow 
his ass whenever he has left our tour's hotels with his over-dimensioned briefcase which always had been 
stuffed by such amounts of banknotes that | always have been in wait for it to rip off, kinda explosively, and 
to spill all the obscene mass of cash into the air all around Lars - in a minimum diameter of fifty feet ... 
Unfortunately, such an explosion never happened, so he could get transferred the money to banks all over 
Switzerland, Liechtenstein and Luxembourg ... The European bank rules usually forbid it to give away even the 
slightest hint or information about the owner of a bank-account of illegal money .. But as Lars finally got it 
that he, maybe, got spied out he went all mad and paranoid .. You know how many guys of our road crew he 
fired because he had been sure that they were planning to sabotage our stage construction to get it break 
down during the shows, or the stage explosives getting off too soon, only to kill HM .. And poor Ross Halfin 
was suspected to be the chief of espionage. It was awful ... But then, as he got it that HIS paranoid rules had 
stopped to be EVERYONE'S paranoid rules, he allowed the ugly monster inside him to take over completely, and 


so the creature got the chance to morph into an even more despicable monster, by its own will and power." 
James gave a small but desperately sounding whimper. 


"Yeah, you are right, he stole our money and dictated the rules ... But, maybe, he wouldn't have done all this if 
| had cared about him ... And if | hadn't been drunk all the time, and if | would have allowed him to .. to fuck 
me in those perverted ways ... | mean, in all the ways he had dreamed of since years. He loved to talk about 
his wishes, and | always told him that he might have a severe mental problem .. Anyway, | failed .. Because it 
should have been an easy task for me to let him do those things because he always has been too tiny and his 
cock too small to be able to severely injure a much taller and pretty muscular guy like me, just by fucking 
him, or trying to beat him up ... | should have let him do it. The fucker would have been satisfied, and all the 


following ugly things never would have happened. It's my fault, so .." 


"THAT'S ENOUGH NOW! Don't give me shit like this, you know it is complete nonsense," Jason furiously hissed at 
James, his tone low but sharp. "Stop it, James, it's enough, and | can't stand it any longer! STOP ... IT .. NOW!" 


Immediately, James jerked and started to tremble. 


Jason quickly had lifted his head an estimated nanosecond after those sharply hissed words had left his mouth 


because he at once deeply regretted to have said them. 
As he got aware of the intense expression of fright inside those blue eyes he used to love so much, he had to 
bite his already injured lower lip to keep himself from crying out in his mental pain. Unfortunately, he caused 


the wound to start its bleeding once again. 


He was in shock, so it didn't get clear to him that his lip bled. He just noticed the metallic taste inside his 


mouth, and tried to lick or to suck the blood off his lip, failing poorly because he concentrated on James, softly 


caressing his lover's pale face with trembling fingers. 

At first, James just blankly had looked at him with his blue eyes still opened up wide. But some moments later 
he hastily groped for the handful of tissues on the bed, placed right beside his head, got some of them 
between his fingers, and then he started to dab the blood off Jason's split lip. 


In his angst to cause more pain than necessary he tried to get the job done as softly and carefully as possible, 


and so his efforts to get dabbed off all the blood logically had to stay without a sufficient effect. 


The bleeding didn't stop, and the blood ran down Jason's chin and neck then tripped down at the bed and on 
James inside the bed. 


So, James finally had no other choice than to forcefully press some fresh tissues onto Jason's lips. 


The sudden pressure against his injured lip hurt a lot, but the pain wasn't intense enough to trigger the flood 
of hot burning tears in Jason's eyes. 


Jason did his best to hold them back by blinking repeatedly, over and over again. Of course, he didn't succeed, 
and the tears unstoppably ran along his cheeks. 


"Oh baby, I'm sorry ... Please, forgive me, I'm so sorry .. | didn't want to hurt you," he whispered at James, 
somehow managing to do so without sobbing, then he tried to get off the tissues of his lower lip because he 


wanted to add more. 


But James lightly shook his head. He neither interrupted the pressure nor lowered its intensity until he was 
sure that the bleeding had stopped. 


Jason quickly had surrendered. It felt so good to be cared about by James. And his tears got the time to get 


dry in the meantime, too. 
The both men silently looked at each other. They stroked each other's face, hair and neck as good as possible. 
James’ right hand still was occupied by pressing the tissues to Jason's lips, and the swollen fingers of his left 


hand hadn't back the forceful power and impressive speed in their moves they used to have. 


Jason always had loved to see those fingers race along the fret board of one of James’ guitars. And he hoped 
that he would get the chance to see James' fingers doing their job, again 


As soon as possible. 


Without continuous fear of being watched by the enemy. 


Lars and his entourage had left the intensive care unit's room two hours before this whispered conversation 


After they had left - and just some seconds after the moment when Lars’ loud and blasé voice wasn't to be 
heard any more - James had broken down He hadn't been able to take it any longer, and now he got 
overwhelmed by a heavy coughing attack. He desperately gasped for air once more, and his lips slowly got blue 
because of asphyxia. The mucus he had got loosened up by his coughs now stuck inside the main respiratory 
system, blocking up its function and causing an awfully sounding rale. 


James’ breathing attempts got erratic more and more and then weakened. At the same time his pupils widened 
up and looked like large black lakes, finally just surrounded by a thin ring of blue iris. His look got unfocussed. 
All of a sudden James stopped struggling and his eyelids fluttered shut. 


It came clear to Jason that James was dying now, and inside him everything got numb all of a sudden. He just 
worked on autopilot, completely without an emotion, as he bent down and pressed his lips onto James’ after he 
mechanically had opened up James' mouth by two fingers. Then he tried to force his own breath into James. 
But there was no chance for him to break the spasm of James’ bronchioles. The system had shut down 


Time slowed down then froze. 


This time two nurses and also two physicians had been there in the blink of an eye to help James - and Jason, 
Nevertheless, to Jason it had felt like an eternity until the medical personnel had stormed the room. 


But time clicked out of standstill and started to go on ticking away normally. Jason's freeze instantly fell off, 
and now he felt the rapid frequency of his heart rate. With the instinct of a bass player he knew it must 
have reached IBO to 190 beats per minute. 


James quickly got turned onto his back, and the next moment a laryngoscope got shoved inside his throat and 
his trachea - without triggering the gag reflex because James had got pre-comatose in the interim. He 


automatically gasped for some air just every now and then. 


But then his main bronchial system forcefully got sucked free because of the deep aspiration by a long tube 
what had gotten forced inside him, and pure oxygen started to fill up his lungs. His flatly comatose state 
subsided as quickly as it had been there just one or two minutes ago. 


Jason stood beside the bed and wordlessly and wide-eyed stared at the scene in front of his eyes. He nearly 


didn't get what was going on. 


As James’ brain function got clear enough and had back its main senses he realized that another artificial deep 
aspiration was going on. OF his own he kept open his mouth for the tube and the doctors’ fingers as the 
aspirator did its work, sucking the viscous mucus out of his bronchioles. He didn't try to bite onto the 
laryngoscope or the tube, or to push back the doctors or nurses to get them off him. 


He seemed to know by instinct that he needed the artificial aspiration to survive, so he willingly took 
everything he had to take to get back enough of air inside his respiratory system. 


Without moving on his own he defensively and flatly laid on his back, his right hand held by Jason's, the swollen 
fingers of his left hand now cramped into the thin white blanket what covered him from his waist down to his 
feet. Just the still slightly livid tips of the toes of his left foot were to be seen because the blanket had 
slipped off them. 


With his free hand Jason held the oxygen mask to James’ nose and mouth after he had increased the volume 
of pure oxygen per minute from two to seven liters by opening up the valve of the overhead oxygen supplying 


system of the intensive care bed, exactly as he had been told by one of the physicians. 


After some time James got near throwing up because of the artificial aspiration. He now was conscious enough 
to sense every small stab of the aspiration tube's thin tip inside his respiratory system The physician who did 
the aspiration paused for some moments to wait for James to adapt. With his stethoscope he controlled the 


function of James’ lungs 


He looked at his patient while he did so, and softly stroked James' cheek with the back of his latex gloved 


fingers. 

"Everything's okay, Mr. Hetfield You do well," he said in a low tone. "Just let me do some more suctions. Okay?" 
James looked at him, too, and gave a small nod. 

Fine." The doctor smiled at James. "There's still too much of pretty viscous mucus inside the middle lobe of 
your right lung - the part of your lung with the most inflaming activity of the pneumonia - and you won't get 
the secretion out without help. It's too deep inside .. But if you are ready to manage a brief moment of pain I'll 
get the tube inside the main bronchiole of the lung's middle lobe. And if | can get out the rest of the mucous 
stuff we'll be done." 


James nodded. 


The doctor softly touched the right side of James’ chest. 


"So, whenever you are ready for this just give me a sign 


James quietly whimpered and breathed hard against the spasms inside his respiratory system. Then he lifted 


his hand and gave the doctor another small nod. 

The next moment the thin aspiration tube got shoved inside the middle lobe of his right lung by a quick twist 
of the doctor's wrist then started to forcefully suck out the viscous secretion, breaking the bronchospasm at 
the same time. 

James gave a soundless cry and grabbed at the front of the doctor's shirt, trying to get the man off him. 


But - no chance! 


The shirt completely got ripped apart but the physician didn’t give way, tensing up his muscles to go on with 


his work. 


And he was done very quickly. The thin tube of the aspirator got pulled out before James could have cried out 


a second time. 


As the gag reflex hit in, James already laid on his right side - held by Jason and the medics - to prevent him 


from choking in case he'd throw up. 
But he didn't throw up. 


For a moment he still had cramped his fingers into the torn fabric of the doctor's shirt but then his hand fell 
down on the bed, completely relaxed. His fingers weren't livid any longer, and he breathed freely. 


Jason closed his eyes and buried his face in James' sweat-soaked blond locks. He wasn't able to stop his tears 


any longer. 
He was so happy about of the successful medical help for James. 


The medical staff - paid for doing their job by a certain Mr. Lars Ulrich - seemed to be extremely well 
trained and of absolute professional interest in doing the very best to save the life of the patient. 


Maybe, they wouldn't have done the same for Lars. 


But this weird idea had to be caused by a weirdly misinterpreted impression Jason all of a sudden got after he 


had looked into the faces of these guys. 


They all spoke English with a Danish accent. 


James always had liked the accent so much on Lars. 
At first. 


At first, as he hadn't known much about the Dane who had told everybody he urgently wanted to get a 
rockstar because he HAD BEEN BORN to get a rockstar, and not to be the shabby tennis player his parents 
wanted him to get. 


At the beginning James imagined to hear something cute and innocent in the funny accent of his new Danish 


friend. 
But this didn't last long. 


James had known Lars for three or four month when it got all clear to him that there wasn't any sweetness 


or cute innocence of some kind in the way Lars talked to other people. 
There never had been 


Because Lars always used to talk in perfect and fluent British English - of course, in a very arrogant tone - 


whenever he failed to notice right in time that, and when, James had been around him. 


The sweet Danish accent only got used to make ‘those AB-SO-LU-TE-LY uncultivated Americans’ believe that a 
certain Mr. Lars Ulrich just would be a nothing-for-good and a dumb Viking, or - in best case - some Aleman 


barbarian. 


James didn't like the idea of being one of these AB-SO-LU-TE-LY uncultivated American lower life form beings. 


So, he needed alcohol to go along with Lars if he wanted to play the music he loved by earning some money. 
Lots of alcohol. 


To be precise, he finally had to get himself loaded for exactly twenty-four of the twenty-four hours of every 
single day, as long as Lars had been the drummer of the band. 
And after Lars had got thrown out of the band, James no longer was in sufficient control of his drinking 


habits to have the ability to stop his abusive alcohol drinking. 


He had got an alcoholic in no time. 


And now the sweet Danish guy repeatedly had got him to the edge of death. Without mercy. 


Being able to breathe free, again, he relaxed. 
The medical personnel cared about him until his state had got stabilized. 
The physician who had done the artificial aspiration took Jason's arm. 


"Mr. Newsted, | want to care about your flash wound and to control your blood pressure and heart rate, so 
lay down onto your bed, please." 

Jason didn't protest. He straightened up and walked over to his own bed, still held by the doctor's hand around 
his left upper arm. Then he lay on the intensive care bed after he had stripped down to his underwear. The 
blanket got pulled up to his waist. All of a sudden he got overwhelmed by a short lasting nausea. He choked but 
didn't throw up. 


The doctor patted Jason's shoulder until he got relaxed. 
Jason closed his eyes. 


He was very tired and exhausted, and felt an intensive longing for pulling the blanket all over his body - his 
head inclusive - to hide himself under it, as if he still would have been a little child, irrationally thinking that no 


one could have seen him because HE didn't see the people all around, too. 


He had flashbacks of his fears about James dying just because he - Jason - didn't have the knowledge and the 
skills of those physicians. Maybe, he was able to do an artificial deep aspiration now, after having watched the 


thing. But this surely was the only thing he might have mastered. 


Without moving he lay on his back, eyes still closed. The doctor carefully loosened the large patch of sterile 
plaster what had covered up Jason's burn wound. It didn't look good. A part of the skin had got necrotic, and 
the black burnt skin had got ripped open, so the necrotic subcutaneous tissue and the also black flesh were to 


be seen now. 


The wound's necrotic part of this black burnt former skin had to get cut off because the very experienced 


doctor immediately had smelt decay and purulent secretion. 


Jason just gave a nod as the doctor told him what he wanted to do. 
"Do it," he answered, still without opening up his eyes. 
"Okay. But we better get you asleep before | start to do the debridement of your wound because it." 


"No narcotics. | don't want anything like this," Jason calmly answered. Now he opened his eyes to look at the 


doctor. 
"Mr. Newsted ..." 


"No. | don't need it, and | don't want it." 


James had heard what was going on and stared at Jason, not believing what Jason had said to the doctor. He 
sighed He knew that the stubborn idiot never would have given in 


"Jason! Please!" he hoarsely begged. "I'm here. I'll watch .." 


"No, James!" Jason had turned his head to look at James. "Some years ago | already got a debridement of 
another wound without needing any kind of narcotics, so | EXACTLY do know what l'm asking for." 


James stared at the man of whom he had believed to know about every single detail of his life. Now, he had to 
realize that he didn't know much about Jason's ‘dirty secrets’. 


Jason got his will, and the doctor began to cut off the blackened dead skin and flesh by using a scalpel, forceps 
and different surgical scissors. He worked extremely careful, and the necrotic tissue's former nerves had lost 


their function, so in the beginning Jason wasn't in too much pain. 

Until the doctor had to open up the abscess what had been located deeply inside the right pectoral muscle. 
The purulent secretion nearly exploded out of the walled abscess, and now the swollen and inflamed tissue 
around the abscess shot series of sharp and burning pain attacks through Jason's body. He groaned and bit his 


lips to stop himself from crying out loud in agony, after he had given several muffled cries. 


James had hoped that his mental strength would be good enough to look over at Jason and the physician to 


watch, as he had promised. 


But after a while he had to turn his head and stared at the ceiling. There wasn't a way to stand the sight of 


Jason's suffers any longer. He wanted Jason to lose consciousness but this didn't happen. 
But all of a sudden it was over. 


The physician - assisted now by his colleague - quickly cleaned up and disinfected the wound after he had done 
several smears of the purulent secretion Then his colleague left the room with the samples to bring them to 
the lab because they had to know what kind of bacteria had caused the abscess to change the antibiotic 


treatment, if necessary. 


The both rurses already had left the intensive care unit's room while the doctor still had been busy to finish 
up his surgical activity in covering up Jason's wound by a germ-free bandage, bending low while telling Jason 


when, and how, and why he was doing this or that, all of this talking without a pause. 


Using his right hand Jason held the last layer of the bandage, and the doctor fixed the bandage by stripes of 
plaster. While he did so, Jason stared up at him, trying hard to get everything the doctor had said, in heavily 
accented English, mixed up by some Danish and French. 


All of a sudden Jason got slipped a very small package from neatly folded paper inside the pit of his bended 


right arm. 


Without moving a muscle in his face he looked at the doctor who smiled at him, still talking about the 


treatment of Jason's burn wound. 


Finally, the physician pulled the blanket up to Jason's naked shoulders and ordered him to rest for a while then 
he threw his used latex gloves and the dirty bandages into the special trash container for infectious materials. 


He told both men that he would look after them sometimes later, and left the room. 
Jason didn't move. 


He urgently wanted to have a look at the note the doctor had slipped him but he also didn't want the physician 
to get into danger. So, he lay on his back and glanced up at the white ceiling above him for a while. 


Because of the perfectly developed senses as an experienced hunter - and as Jason's lover, of course - James 
instantly had got it that something special had happened. So, he started to moan because of the unbearable 
pain in his lower back and his shoulder blades, and his unbelievable inability to get his rotting body into a 
comfortable position without help, declaring himself to a wreck of complete uselessness, too weak to even wipe 
his own ass, or to do the ‘relaxing things' a man successfully fucking should be able to do to pleasure himself 


by using his fucking own hand whenever he wanted to do so. Otherwise a man won't be a real man any longer 


.. And so on, and so on. 
Jason gave a sigh and rolled his eyes then threw off his blanket. 


"James, you are such a baby," he said. "If you'd PLEASE stop wailing I'll help you to turn onto the side. That's 
okay?" 


James flashed him a smile. 


"Absolutely." 


This had been the cause for Jason to leave his bed and to walk over to James. He didn't feel the pain in his 
shoulder and chest after the wound's debridement because he concentrated on keeping the folded piece of 


paper inside his armpit without letting it look too obvious. 


But after having watched the painful surgical care about Jason's burn wound inside the controlling room of the 
video system - there was no doubt about the existence of such a special room because neither James nor 
Jason as camera profs had failed to notice the multiple ‘discreetly’ hidden mini cameras all over the intensive 
care unit's room - none of Lars’ nice guards would have suspected Jason to simulate, so he loudly groaned 


because of pain, trying to lessen it by holding his right arm close to his body. 


After he had reached James' bed he bent to help James to turn to the right side, and he managed to slip the 
folded piece of paper between James’ fingers as he pulled up the blanket to James’ shoulders. 


After this they had started their exhausting show. 


Now, James enfolded the small piece of paper in his right hand while he had his hand covered up by Jason's 
long and curly mane, as he and Jason busied themselves in heavily making out after Jason's lip had stopped 


bleeding. James didn't stop kissing as he read the message. 


It had got written in very precisely drawn capitals but James immediately knew that the letters had been done 
by Kirk 


"SORRY, CAN'T HELP. CAUTION! YOU'RE INSIDE AN AMAZING MAZE!" 


Chapter Il 
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Chapter Il 


There's an Amazing maze 

It's out of time 

But inside of space 

Now, where to enter such a maze? 

How to find an exit if you're caught inside 


And won't remember time and place? 


And how to stay alive 
Inside an Amazing maze? 


Its time to run 


It's time to flee 


Cause an Amazing maze 

Won't give a second chance 

The rules are done in hell 

To enter an Amazing maze will mean: 


Time slowly freezes - then stands still 


You better hurry up to find the way 
Don't look around, don't try to stay 
Always remember to beware 

Also, you'd better be aware 


Of an Amazing maze's name - 


The name for an Amazing maze 


Forever has to be the same 


Its always called 


IN-FI-NI-TY 


After he had read the pretty mysterious words James thought about the possibility of a weird joke - maybe 


for the period of a second. 


But he rejected this in an instant. OF course, Kirk was a guy who used to have a lot of bizarre ideas and 
fantasies what had caused a lot of mostly funny but sometimes strange situations for the band and the crew. 
But he never would have tried to fool around with his friends in such a way, especially if they would have 


been more dead than alive. 


And James had seen the slight and very brief fluttering of Kirk's eyelids while Lars had talked about James' 


‘exciting adventure’ in snow and ice, a sign of Kirk feeling uncomfortable. 


As Lars had told them - to his own satisfaction - that James had been heavily drugged and completely naked 
after his torturers brutally had stripped him down, but the drugs didn't alter his ability to move in any way. 
He instinctively ran around in panic to find some shelter. Because everything had happened in the middle of the 
night it had been dark, except the light of the stars, so James didn't see much. In his drugged and disoriented 
state he had fallen down over and over again, struggling to get back onto his feet. As his moves got erratically 
and slowed down until he finally hadn't tried any longer to even crawl through the snow, it had been clear that 
he won't survive without getting rescued during the next minutes. His heart rate had slowed down to twenty 
beats maximum per minute and the ventricle complexes of his heart, watched on the electrocardiography 


monitor got deformed more and more. 


James had been watched by infrared sensors and night sight cameras all the time, and some very small 
electrodes of a wireless electrocardiography control unit had been placed onto his back where he won't reach 


them to rip them off. He even didn't notice them. 


As Lars had seen the dramatically weakening of James’ body function, he had ordered the rescue team to get 
James out of the cold - after another team had done the same with David Ellefson who had given up much 


earlier than James just one mile away. 


It visibly had aroused Lars to just tell the story, and the pants of his extremely expensively looking suit hadn't 
hidden his erection. Lars hadn't even tried to hide it. Clearly he had wanted everybody to have a look at the 
bulge, done by his Danish cock 


Kirk was a very tolerant guy but all this had been too much. He seemed to hear about the cruel torture the 
first time, and he had been shocked. In cases like this Kirk used to shut his eyes and to switch off his hearing 
to protect himself - maybe in the same way he had done as a kid, whenever he had got beaten up by his 


father, or raped by a perverted neighbor - and the neighbor's friends. 


In this case he clearly had tried to stay in control about his composure but the brief and slight dropping of 


his eyelids had been enough for James to know how much Kirk must had been in mental pain 


James deeply regretted his disinterest in Kirk's problems. 


He HAD noticed the permanent sadness in Kirk's dark eyes, also that the lead guitarist had lost his beautiful 
smile and didn't try to make his fellow musicians believe in the existence of murderous ghouls and ghosts 
inside every recording studio and every arena all over the world, because these restless dead guys were 
known to be huge fans of Heavy metal music, and it would have been common knowledge that especially the 
greedy ghouls always tried to get everything for free, so they never won't leave a place where a musician - 


or a famous actor - had to stay to do his work while they got the show for free. 


Also, that it would be of common knowledge that all those unnerving dead guys longed for their favorite band 
to show up. 


Metallica. 


But Kirk stopped to talk about funny nonsense like this. He generally stopped speaking if there wasn't a 
necessity to open up his mouth. Because his behavior had changed in a slow but continuous process, and he 
never showed aggression of any kind against somebody or against himself, nobody seemed to suspect about 
him to be in trouble, or in fear. On stage he played as perfectly as he used to do. But several times during the 
last month an irritated James had looked over to the soloing lead guitarist, wondering why, and when, Kirk had 
started to play as if his guitar wouldn't be a part of his body like all the years. On stage, during the band's 
rehearses, and by playing in private. He never just bought a guitar, maybe, because he thought he could use a 
new one - he always had fallen in love with the guitar in question and didn't rest until she had been his baby. 


But after a while he seemed to have lost his interest in adding a new guitar to his harem, and his play didn't 


sound ‘right to James any longer. 
It sounded dead. 


Jason had been aware of Kirk's slowly changing behavior, too. But whenever he had tried to get some 
information about what was going on, Kirk had told him that he just had decided to stop to talk such childish 


nonsense, making a fool out of himself, and that he wanted to behave like an adult. 


Jason didn't believe a word. Kirk was a hopelessly bad actor without the slightest chance to make a living as an 


actor. He never would get crazy enough to think he might have been able to learn how to play anything else 


than his guitar. Even his ridiculously clumsy efforts to give Santa Claus, wearing the usual Santa-costume, and 
to hand over some x-mas presents to his friends never failed in letting him look like a fool in a red costume 
what used to be several sizes too large. He always forgot to prevent the over-dimensioned red pants from 
dropping down by holding them, because he had lost the belt Jason used to give him one or two minutes after 
he had put him on. Also, it was a catastrophe to let him be Metallica's Easter Bunny. He used to drop the 
basket with the eggs because he fell over the loose fabric of the costume what hung down over his feet, or 
he slipped because he didn't look at the floor and then fell on his ass, too. 


It was hopeless. 


Why Lars always had insisted to let Kirk be an incompetent Santa Clause or Easter Bunny had been a mystery. 
Now it came clear that he just had wanted the lead guitarist to blame himself, getting laughed at by 
everybody. 


After Lars had left the band Kirk still did the parts, but he played them like a mad comedian BECAUSE he 
wanted everybody to laugh at him by having a good time. 


So, by getting told that everything was okay Jason instinctively knew that he got lied at by Kirk. But he already 
had decided to ignore being lied at by the lead guitarist, and to concentrate on James. 


He had WANTED to concentrate on James - and nobody else - because he madly had fallen in love with him. It 
didn't matter that James was an alcoholic, and always would be an alcoholic - sober, or not. Jason wanted to 
care about him, and he knew that he had enough will and energy to get James on the wagon, and to succeed in 


giving James the strengths to stay on the wagon. 


So, Jason exclusively cared about the blond singer whenever James had failed to keep up his sobriety, again. He 
never criticized James' drinking habits but always showed his empathy. But this didn't mean that he hadn't got 
desperate or near a break-down because of physical and emotional exhaustion More than once Jason had to 
lock the bathroom door behind himself because he didn't want James to come in and To see him as an 


emotional wreck, crouching at the bathroom's tiled floor and weeping helplessly until he hadn't any more tears. 
He failed badly. 


James hadn't drunkenly snored away all those times when Jason had to hide inside the bathroom of James’ 
hotel room or inside the second bedroom if they both had shared a suite. Also, sometimes Jason hadn't locked 
up the door behind him properly enough for James who peeked inside without giving a sound, looking at Jason 
with his blue eyes wide, too much frozen because of shock to do what he longed to do - to crouch down 
beside Jason, who always had got blind because of his tears and deaf because he had shut down all his senses, 


and to take the suffering man into his arms to hold him close. 


Then, all of sudden, after the band had started the European leg of a tour just two weeks before, James 


wasn't able to stand it any longer. Seeing the helplessly weeping Jason, James cried out in mental pain and knelt 


beside Jason in the blink of an eye, ripping Jason into his arms to comfort him, while he wept hot tears, too. 
This had been the point of no return for both of them. 


Now, James continuously had stayed sober since more than a whole year. He wanted to be with Jason without 


being drunk, and he wanted Jason to be happy. 


Jason always easily had sensed it whenever James had started drinking, again. He knew every trick James had 
up his sleeve, and also every excuse, because he already had seen every trick and already had heard every 
single one of James’ excuses. Also, James had learned that there wasn't a cause for trying to lie at Jason by 


using stupidly lame excuses if he had failed to stay sober and had been ashamed of himself. 

Jason would have got it in no time if James had started drinking, again. 

So, he had been deeply shocked after he had got escorted by armed guards from his prison cell to the 
intensive care unit, but he immediately knew that James’ didn't suffer from the alcohol withdrawal the guards 


had tried to make him believe in. 


He had known about this the very same moment he had seen his lover lying inside an intensive care bed in 


completely delirious state by shaking all over because of fever. 


He hadn't been wrong. 


Now, after having read Kirk's mysterious message James quickly decided what to do with it without risking to 
get Kirk to be compromised. He still kept his fingers covered up by Jason's long hair as he crumbled the small 
piece of paper as soundlessly as possible, creating a miniaturized paper ball which he managed to get between 


two fingertips without dropping it. 
Then he broke the heated kiss between Jason and himself. 


"Wait a second, baby," he said, his tone sounding concerned. "I'm in fear that your lip might got to bleed again ... 


Let me have a look at it." 
Jason dramatically sighed. 


"Okay, if you think its necessary .. But you better hurry up because | don't want you to check on my lips just 
by staring at them," he answered and sighed once more. "I'd rather want to get them checked out by getting 


them kissed by YOUR lips .." 


"Yeah, yeah, yeah! I'll try to keep your greedy horniness in mind, babe." James gave a cough. "But | need to get 


some air, too .. Now, quit whining and open up this cute mouth of yours, so | can have a look." 


Jason gave James a brief smile, covered up by the chestnut colored curtain of his hair, then he opened up his 
lips. James already had managed to bring the crumbled paper ball near Jason's mouth by casually stroking 
Jason's cheek, the paper ball squeezed between the tips of his outstretched middle finger and his ring finger 
while he trickily covered them up by the other fingers. 


He was used to hold a pick between his fingers for playing rhythm guitar in that extremely fast and precise 
style for what he had got famous, or to amuse himself and people he liked by doing magical tricks by suddenly 
getting a pick - or more of them - between the fingers of his right hand ‘disappeared’, showing up his empty 
right hand while getting the picks mysteriously reappeared in the fingers of his left hand. Not even Kirk with 
his quick fingers had figured out how James did it. 


Now, James softly parted Jason's lips a little more by using two fingers, and the paper ball got inside his 
lover's mouth in the blink of an eye. 


Jason had foreseen this and gave no sign of surprise or discomfort, exactly as James had hoped. James made 


a show in pulling at Jason's lower lip to have a closer look at it. 


"Aaaahhh! JAMES! Are you fucking mad, or what? What are you doing to me, fucker?" Jason immediately 
protested, batting away James' fingers, quickly swallowing down the now wet ball of paper as he did so. "That 
HURTS!" 


‘Oh baby, l'm so sorry," James quickly cooed, his tone begging, sounding very submissively all of a sudden, "| 
didn't want to increase the pain you have to suffer from .. Really, | haven't want to do this to you, baby. Oh, 
please, you have to believe me ... | know | don't have the right to ask you to forgive me because I've failed the 
fourth time in a row during the last weeks. l'm so ashamed that I've done wrong, and | know it's the fourth 
time in a row ... But, thank goodness, | can't see any fresh blood on your split lip, as I've feared ... Just a little 
bit at the tip of your tongue ... But its such a small wound, really, and | haven't done this by purpose, really, 


you have to believe me, baby .." 
Jason snorted and threw back his chestnut colored hair, getting the long and wild curly mane flying through 
the air in a spectacular show. James loved to see him do this because it looked sexy as hell, and he usually got 


hard in the blink of an eye whenever Jason performed it. 


"I knew it! | fucking KNEW it ... I'm SO disappointed! Well, | should have known you'd be even more clumsily as 


usual after you nearly have managed to get suffocated by your own lung's secretion | absolutely don't know 
why | always have to fear for your life whenever you do stupid things like those .. Well, maybe, it's because 
of your pretty sexy body, l'm just a man, what do you expect me to be? A frustrated saint, or what? ... But 
its ALWAYS the same with you," Jason dramatically yelled at James in a very disgusted tone, staring daggers 
at him. Then, he sighed and rolled his eyes. "Why do you ALWAYS have to fucking try to chew up my tongue 
and get it bleeding whenever we kiss? This is AWFUL! | fucking can't believe it. Also, | really don't know why I've 
given you all these chances to learn how to behave, and how to properly treat a sensible guy like me .. | 
ABSOLUTELY hate to get my tongue damaged, and | have mentioned this fact more than once, but did you get 
the hint? NO! | can't sing with my tongue being damaged in any way. Do you want this?" 


"No, no, please, you know how much | love to hear you do the lead vocals, sweetness," James whined then 
coughed. "I'm always near an orgasm when you do the lead vocals, baby, especially when you spontaneously 
take over the vocals whenever you ain't satisfied in the way | try to sing them. I'm such a bad singer ..You 
Totally are right. I'm such a loser, | can't even sing .. But, mmmhhh, this always makes me so fucking horny, | 
can't tell you, how much. Mmmmmhhhh! And | REALLY don't mind being laughed at behind my back by all the 


idiots in our road crew, not in the slightest, and ... " 
Jason gave a loud groan. 


In the meantime, he had got exhausted and felt unbelievably tired, and he urgently wanted to sleep. But he was 
curious about the message, too. The doctor clearly had been in deep fear as he had managed to slip Jason the 


neatly folded piece of paper, so Jason wanted to know about it. 


NOW. 


"JAMES, quit whining like this .. It turns me off," he barked at James. "You know very well that | HATE it when 
you get this whiny tone. Beside your efforts in trying to chew up my tongue, of course, because this behavior 
extremely disappoints me .. Fuck, when will you get it how to kiss me without being a completely brainless 


animal?" 


‘Oh, I'm so sorry, babe." James gave a sob, followed by several coughs. He looked very tired now, too. "I 
haven't noticed that | use to do this .. Maybe, it's because you taste so good .. You know, that's because | 


can't resist your taste and your masculine smell." 


Jason just snorted and threw back his mane once more. James gave a moan and slid his hands all over Jason's 


back. 


| really don't get it why I'm such a bad kisser, | tried so hard in doing better," he then continued to whine. 
"But | will do my best to learn how to kiss properly, so you don't need to get all angry with me. | dont want 
your blood pressure to rise up as high as the last time you got angry about me, and it had been AWFUL as | 
had to call an emergency ambulance .. Your cardiologist called me while you have been in hospital, and said I'm 
a hopelessly selfish and inconsiderate fool, without manners, and that l'm just an useless alcoholic ... And he has 


been right, because this is exactly what | am. Im so sorry ... Please, baby, you have to believe me. Let me try 


to make it up to you." 

Jason sighed and rolled his eyes. 

"Well, you are lucky enough that | wanna get some sleep without getting whined at by you any longer NOW, so 
you might have permission to change my mind about your inacceptable manners .. Oh, FUCK, don’t look at me 


like this .. You have the sexiest eyes | ever saw before." 


James smiled and ran his fingers through Jason's hair then pulled him closer to kiss his nose, his cheek and, 


finally Jason's ear, taking his time, because they both deserved it after they had delivered such a good show. 
Jason wasn't able to stop himself any longer in giving moans and sighs of pleasure while James’ lips and tongue 
went on to caress his left ear by licking all over it. He got painfully hard in no time, and when James started 
to rub his own erect cock along Jason's, thrusting up his hips against Jason's, they both moaned in lust. The 


friction was so intense, they didn't need anything more. 


They both came hard within seconds. 


Out of breath they clung to another, moaning quietly. 


James had to cough, feeling a little dizzy. Jason stroked his heated face until he felt that James got relaxed 
then he softly kissed him. 


James gave sighs of satisfaction and ran his fingers through Jason's long hair, fanning it out over his face 


while he slid his lips along Jason's jaw to his ear. 
It looked casually. 
Nevertheless, James exactly knew what he did, and he did it on purpose. 


"An Amazing Maze," he whispered at Jason, as his lips finally touched Jason's ear. "What, the fuck, is an 
Amazing Maze, Jase? We are inside of the thing, whatever it is." 


Chapter 12 
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Chapter 12 


„Are you fucking crazy?" Lars yelled at James and Jason. "Fucking around like some ordinary jellyfish while I'm 
out to have dinner with the Queen and her absolutely stupid son, so | couldn't keep an eye on you! You've 
risked your life. I've done EVERYTHING to save your worthless lives, and it costs me a shitload of money to 
care about your also worthless asses .. Not to mention the costs for the extra personnel .. And what do you 
do? Maybe, thanking me? No! You are fucking around like ordinary jellyfish. Unbelievable! What have | done to 
deserve this? .. Fucking around like jellyfish! You must have been MAD, completely out of your mind ." 


"Well, | never had the pleasure to watch ordinary jellyfish fuck around," Jason calmly gave back. His eyes 
glinted dangerously cold and of a darker blue than usual. "But you came up with those lovely creatures a little 
too fast, and so | guess you have watched them A LOT when they are at it. Funny! Funny, and interesting. | 
never heard anything about getting sexually stimulated by watching jellyfish fuck around, but what do | know. 
I'm not that perverted. But because YOU seem to get aroused by some fucking jellyfish | am pretty sure they 
use to have as much fun as James and | use to have whenever we fuck around. And let me tell you that 
James and | are used to fuck A LOT .. By the way, last evening we just performed a little friction. Nothing else 
~ Nevertheless, it has been very ... well, NICE” 


"SHUT UP!" Lars yelled at Jason "SHUT THE FUCK UPI" 


He breathed hard and fast, and his face had got a deep red color. His forehead was sweaty, and the thick vein 
in the middle of it pulsated angrily. 


Jason shook his head in pity and clicked his tongue. 


"| don't think it could be so good for your blood pressure if you won't stop yelling around like this, Larsie, and 
it surely does anything good to your heart .. But what | am talking about?" Jason slapped his forehead. "This is 
nonsense. You don't HAVE a heart, and you never have learned to NOT getting all noisy ... 


| said: SHUT THE FUCK UP, asshole! You are the same impertinent farm-boy you always have been. Awful. 
Why, in hell, could | ever got the stupid idea that you might learn how to behave if you are long enough 
around civilized people? FUCK! | hope you've got it in the meantime - as a minimum - how to use a knife AND 
a fork without causing a disaster every fucking time you go down on your food .. Every time we have been in 


public you blamed us by using your fingers to stuff your impertinent mouth. | always nearly died because of 


shame about your Neanderthal behavior .. And all the grunting and slurping you use to give while eating. 


Everybody HAD to stare at us, it was AWFUL! Disgusting, absolutely disgusting and inacceptable." 


Jason just grinned, his arms crossed in front of his chest. He looking very amused, and that got Lars up to the 
next intensity level of his insane fury. 


"You will have to pay for your impertinence, fucker!" he hissed at Jason. "Oh, by the way, | have to add that it 
also doesn't show good manners if you don't stop to lick clean every plate in your reach like an imbecile or a 
two year old who doesn't know how to behave. AND | also always could have died because of shame when you 
slurped up your soup directly out of the bowl because you never learned how to use a spoon, or even haven't 
got it that spoons can be used to eat soup .. Well, thinking about it, I'm pretty sure you don't KNOW what a 
spoon might be." 


"You are SO right," Jason gave back, grinning at Lars who was near an explosion. "I always thought that those 
rice thingies around the plates are something for decoration. Like flowers, you know. This is so DIFFICULT! And | 
really can't see why | shouldn't use my fingers for the simple act to get some food into my mouth? Who 
needs fucking forks and knives, or spoons, if he has ten fingers to do the job? Oh, of course, THE MANNERS! 
You seem to have a very special interest in manners. That's really fascinating .. So | absolutely have no clue 
why | do remember those certain scenes with a good-mannered Larsie stuffing his spaghetti into his mouth as 
fast as possible to make sure that no one else had time enough to lay a claim on them. AND while he did so, 
little Larsie managed to cover up his cute little face by little Larsie's tomato sauce - and, WOW, no fork or 
spoon in sight." 


Lars stared daggers of hate and fury at Jason, and Jason was sure that Lars urgently wanted to kill him right 
there and then. He really was impressed by Lars' ability to stay in control about his aggression The guy must 
have learned a lot since he got thrown out of Metallica - and after that out of Megadeth, too. 


After calming down a little Lars gesticulated at James who hadn't said a word since Lars had stormed into the 


intensive care room, close followed by four of his bodyguards and Kirk who looked very uncomfortable. 
"You are fucking such a dumb idiot, James? Really? Since when? And why?" 
"That's none of your business," James gave back, his tone sounding bored and disinterested. 


He laid on his right side, the blanket pulled up to his neck Just his right lower arm was to be seen because of 
the infusion of the antibiotics against his pneumonia. James didn't want to accidentally rip out the cannula of 
the vein. But he also didn't want to let Lars greedily drool at the sight of his well-built and naked chest and 
shoulders, so he quickly had covered himself up as he had seen how Lars' eyes nearly had popped out of his 
head as he had stormed into the room. Lars always had tried to corner the naked James to force a blowjob or 


more on him whenever they had taken a shower after the show. 


Now, it was horrible enough for James to think about being watched by Lars as he had been forced to find a 
place to protect his naked body from the cold. 


He was pretty sure that Lars had jerked himself off while he had watched a naked James struggle for his life. 


The guy was such a perverted fucker! 


Jason had asked James if he could remember something - anything - about being left alone in snow, ice and 
darkness. At first, James remembered nothing at all. Because he didn't want to accept a complete loss of 


memory data without having been drunk about his ass, he tried hard to find a way to get inside his own brain 


~ But his mind was blank. 
He was so frustrated, and he didn't get it how Lars had managed to shred his brain in such a way. 


But - all of a sudden - as James slowly had drifted into sleep the night before, deeply relaxed after he had his 
intense orgasm, and held by Jason who lay behind him, a short-lasting but painfully sharp flashback shot 
through him. He nearly jumped and opened up his mouth to cry out, but Jason's hand was there in the blink of 
an eye to cover up James' lips, forcefully and without mercy. James gave a choked sound and tried to shake 
off Jason's hand by instinct. But Jason didn't give in and tensed up his muscles a little more to hold James' 


tight to his own body while James tried to get free. 
Jason's heart raced but he wasn't interested in his heart rate. He had to care about James. 


"Everything is okay, baby," he whispered with his lips touching James' ear. "Don't panic. Everything is alright .. 
l'm here. You just had a nightmare .. Ssshhh .. You are safe." 


James shook all over and gave a quiet moan then some choked sobs. Jason bent down and kissed James’ neck 
and ear while he stroked James’ hair with his free hand to soothe him down. He felt how James’ tears ran 
down, wetting his fingers, and he hated himself for doing this to James. He had overwhelmed and violated him. 
But he knew he had to do it because James still tried to escape by sudden outbursts of struggling. He even 
tried to bite but Jason's fingers were out of reach for his teeth. Jason didn't want to get the nurses or 


doctors alarmed. He didn't want someone to come in. 
But it was awful. 


Normally, James had no problems to shake Jason off. Jason always was worked-out but, nevertheless, James 
was stronger. They often did fun-fighting in bed while laughing like idiots, and Jason tried to get the upper 
hand. But in the end he always found himself on his back, pinned down by a sexy and grinning James. 


But now the pneumonia and the both artificial aspirations had weakened James, so Jason's strength was enough 


to hold him down 


"Ssshhh ... Please, don't panic .. I'm here, Jamie," he cooed. "Let me hold you. | don't wanna hurt you, baby, so 
please stop struggling against me." 


He didn't hurt James in any way, but his own, freshly debrided wound started to hurt like hell, shooting sharp 
flashes of pain through his arm and his chest. He wanted to cry out loud, too. 


But instead of crying he softly rocked James in his arms to calm him down. While he did so his own fast heart 


rate slowed down, too, until it had reached the normal level. 

Finally, Jason loosened up the merciless grip of his hand and, as he was sure that he could do it, he took his 
hand off James' mouth. 

James didn't give a sound. 

"Okay," Jason whispered at him. "Give me a word or two, and | will remember it until tomorrow .." 

There was silence. Jason waited. 

It's cold," James finally whimpered. "l AM cold .. There is someone, far away, so far away, | don't know how 
far .. But | can hear his voice, and he cries for help, over and over again, but it's so far away, and | don't 
know what to do because | feel cold, and then | don't know how to move, and | just wanna lay down .. But | still 
can hear him, and | know the voice .. He cries and cries .. But | don't know what to do, | have to care about 


myself .. This isn't right, and | feel so bad .." 


He paused and gave a long-drawn moan. Jason waited without saying a word. He bit his lips to fight back his 


tears. 


"I feel so cold, | can't go on, can't help ... It must be far away but | do know the voice ... It is David," James 


hoarsely whispered. "It's David Ellefson" 
"David Ellefson? Oh, my god" Jason was shocked. "Are you sure, Jamie?" 


"Yes ... Yes, l'm sure. It is David. He cries .. he cries for help. | can hear him," James murmured, already half 


asleep after he had calmed down and got relaxed more and more. 
Jason was shocked. 
David Ellefson! 


Lars had done the same torture he had done to James to David Ellefson. He had abandoned poor David on a 


glacier, surely without any clothing to keep him warm, just to torture him like he tortured James. 


Jason shuddered. David Ellefson never could have survived. 
No way! 


The poor guy never would have had the strength to survive. 


In the morning - after he had slept quietly for the rest of the night - James still remembered what he had 
told Jason. There wasn't much time for them to talk about it because two nurses came in and ordered Jason 


to lay down on his own bed. Jason wordlessly did what he had been told. 


He and James had got cleaned up by the two nurses. None of the men liked to be treated like a helpless 
patient. But, nevertheless, they needed the help. 


Jason shaved himself while James got shaved because his fingers still were too swollen to hold a razor. He was 
happy enough that he had the strength to hold a small spoon and - by using his both hands - his cup of tea 
as he and Jason got served their medicine, and shortly after that their breakfast. 


James stared at his plate in disgust. Except the fresh fruit salad there was just European stuff, as far as he 


saw. 
British stuff. 


Scones, already prepared with that odd white cream thing on top of some strawberry marmalade. James liked 
them. He didn't get it why the cream had to be on top but he had stopped in trying to figure that out a long 


time ago. The scones tasted good, so it was okay. 
But he hated those awfully tasting sausages and the weird porridge. And Lars knew that! 


After he had stared at his plate for a while James turned his head and looked over at Jason who looked at 
James. They both didn't say a word but Jason formed the word ‘England’ with his lips, and James gave a brief 


nod 

England 

They had to be in England. 

And England was known as the country with the mazes of the highest level of difficulty, 


But Jason and James still had no clue what an ‘Amazing maze’ might have been They both never had heard 


anything about the existence of an ‘Amazing maze’. 


But James and Jason had no chance to talk about ‘Amazing mazes’. 


After having finished breakfast James felt very weak. He had poured some tea - accidentally - on the awful 
white hospital shirt he had to wear, so he got it off and threw it to the side. Then he lay down and looked 
over at Jason, his eyes pleading his lover to get over for some cuddling. Jason gave him a smile and prepared 


to leave his own bed by shoving his blanket away. 


This had been the moment when a furious and fuming Lars stormed into the room, and Jason quickly decided 


to stay where he was - in his own bed. 


Now, Lars stared green-eyed daggers at James and snorted. 


"Why do you always have to fuck losers? | don't get it. It's unbelievable .. Dave Mustaine and Jason Newsted! 
Hah! Losers." 


"Are you really sure about the loser thing?" James said, coldly looking at Lars. "Jason has got me sober, and | 
go to the AA meetings, every week, in every fucking city Metallica has a show. Because | fucking need this. 
And Jason still goes to the Al-Anon meetings. It has helped so much. YOU never would have done the same. 
Besides that, he is the best bass player | know .. And just because you have mentioned it - a certain Mr. Dave 
Mustaine has managed to get his own band, and Megadeth has done a lot of platinum records, so | really can't 
see why he should be a loser.” 


"Hah! You are so fucking wrong, as always. Dave nearly ruined his own band because of his drug abuse and, 
besides, he made Ellefson a junkie, too. The poor guy never had a chance. There wasn't any money left as | 
decided to play the drums in Megadeth - of course, only because | wanted to get them out of their misery. | 
shouldn't have done it .. None of them checked it how much a stage construction might cost, or the pyro. And 
Dave always wanted lots of pyro. Insane! .. Not to mention all those completely incompetent nothing-for-goods 
in their road crew. There wasn't a cause to pay those useless guys for doing nothing at all. And worse, the 
stupid members of the band didn't stop to get on my nerves by asking me for money for completely 
unnecessary shit like a Ferrari or Porsche. There wasn't enough cash to buy a bicycle, and those fucking 
losers fucking asked for a FERRARI," Lars’ angrily said. His high-pitched voice continuously had increased in 
volume. "They are losers, and they WILL stay losers. I've played the drums in Megadeth, and so | got every 
fucking shit Dave has done wrong while his big-eyed puppy couldn't do a show without shooting up several 
times behind his fucking bass amps. Unbelievable. I've seen that, and | really don't get it how David managed to 
hold and to play his bass. But, well, the fans of the fuckers made so much noise, and Megadeth has such a 
shitty sound gear, so mostly none of their so-called fans got it that Mustaine usually didn't remember his own 
lyrics and had to repeat the first verse several times .. We have been lucky if the fucker remembers the 
chorus after he had done it for the first time, and didn't stop playing after the bridge and the lead solo 
because he got confused about what to play after the solo .. Ha, and the big-eyed puppy always stared over 


at Dave to figure out what was going on, and what song we were playing at the moment. But mostly he didn't 
figure that out, so he always played E-E-E-E-E-E-E-E-A-A-A-A-A-A-A-A, and repeated it until Dave didn't 
play any longer .. Okay, it didn't matter too much because none of the fans figured out what was going on, too. 
The fuckers in the audience usually have got drunk about their asses, or they had decided to be high as a kite 
~ But pretty often the sound engineer of Megadeth had to switch of dear Junior's amps, and the fucker never 
has got it .. Now, that was funny. | really laughed a lot. But | always had the strange feeling that it would have 
been a good idea to get these fuckers killed .." 


"David is an excellent bass player, and we all know a certain drummer who got fired from Megadeth because 
he ruined every show they had," James icily threw in "Not to mention that exactly the same drummer got 
fired from Metallica because of his incapacity to play drums without getting all confused about the beat after 
the first song. Playing laid back? What's that? I'm pretty sure you still don't know what ‘laid back might mean 


"You are pretty wrong, asshole, because | know EVERYTHING about how to play laid back," Lars furiously 
barked at James. 

He paused a moment to cool down while he arrogantly eyed his former fellow musicians. 

"| have taken lessons," he then proudly added. 

"That's right," Kirk quietly said. 


It was the first time he opened his mouth to give a sound. Lars turned and smiled at Kirk Kirk, on the other 


hand, didn't look at Lars but stared straight ahead. 
Lars shrugged and turned to look at James. 

"See?" he asked, still smiling proudly. ‘Now, what do you say?" 
James snorted 


"You can take as much drum lessons as you wanna take, Larsie, but it won't change a thing. You always have 
been a lousy drummer, and you also always will stay a lousy drummer. | don't see a difference, and I'm pretty 
sure that your drum teacher has to suffer a lot for the cash you pay to him .. IF you pay the poor guy for 
listening to your awful trials to play drums." 


"You are wrong as usual .. Of course | always paid for my lessons." Lars arrogantly lifted his chin. "There 
never has been a need to get them for free .. And every single one of the teachers | had has told me that 
I'm pretty good in playing drums, and that | would have a rare talent to play every fucking styles, whenever | 
wanna do that. AND you can believe me that | can change my drum style on the spot, if necessary. All of my 


teachers have told me that I'm the best drummer they ever have heard" 


"Oh, ALL of your teachers? I'm impressed. Does that mean you needed more than one poor teacher?" James 


said and grinned. "How many?" 


"The precise number isn't of interest. And, of course, | wanted to have several teachers, just because | wanted 
to learn different styles. YOU know just one style, so you never would make it as a guitarist in a blues band, 
or in a soul band, for example, because you don't know how to slow down by singing the lead vocals, not to 
mention your guitar playing style .. You only have got it how to play the stupid metal rhythm guitar, and it's 
always the same, and you also seem to fail in singing the lead vocals, so Jason has to take over if you are too 
dumb to do it. It's a shame .. l'm so disappointed" 


James wanted to laugh out loud because of the nonsense Lars didn't stop to talk, but it was out of question to 


do so without provoking the insane Dane. 


The fucker must have watched all the video tapes, and he clearly was insane enough to believe in the nonsense 


Jason and James had given away the evening before. 


All the time Kirk stood behind Lars without moving a muscle in his face. He could have said a word but he 


didn't do it. 


James briefly looked at him, and he was shocked. He never had seen such a stony expression on Kirk's pretty 


face before. 


He had noticed those dead dark eyes since a long while, on stage, during rehearses - everywhere. But he never 


had seen such a face without any emotion. And he never had seen Kirk standing as motionless as a statue. 
What the hell had Lars done to him to get him a statue without expression? Without life inside of him. 


And why hadn't Kirk asked his fellow band members for help to get rid of Lars’ grip on him? James had no 
clue why Kirk allowed Lars to get him a puppet-on-a-string. 


What the hell was going on? 
Finally, James glanced at Lars, looking him up and down. 


"Jason is a very good singer," he coolly said. "He's GREAT! He's great by singing the lead vocals, and he's great 
in playing the bass .. And he's a great lover, by the way.’ 


Lars snorted. He icily eyed Jason who had kept control about his composure, too. He seemed to be pretty 


relaxed what angered Lars. 


"No way, that the imbecile fucker could sing the lead vocals AND play his fucking bass at the same time. AND 


should know how to fuck. | don't believe a word, and you never will figure out how to change my mind." 


Kirk exactly knew that Jason rarely sang the lead vocals. There was no need to do so because James did them 


pretty well. But Metallica's lead guitarist didn't even blink as he heard this nonsense. 


| guess you'll change your fucking mind if | would fuck you against the next wall," James ironically mentioned. 


"Hard 
Lars' eyes nearly popped out of his head in greedy lust, and he licked his lips. 

"Yeah, | thought so," James said, grinning evilly. 

"You think WRONG, asshole," Lars hissed at him. "tm not interested" 

"Oh, RIGHT, | forgot .. You have an extremely special interest in watching porn with jellyfish fuck around" 


"Hell, that sounds pretty hot," Jason added and gave a sigh. "Mmmmmhhhh, yes! James! We HAVE to buy some 


of these porn movies. | nearly can't wait to watch them .." 
Lars had enough. 
He abruptly turned on his heels and made his way to the door while he gave a low hiss. 


"Get the both idiots over to the room of the other both assholes .. They won't dare to fuck around while 


Mustaine and Ellefson would stare at them" 


Chapter [3 
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Chapter 13 


What's going on inside your head? 
A demon is inside of you 

He was supposed to get you mad 
Wanted to leave after he was done 


But you decided he is not supposed to go 


You are a demon's creature now 


But you asked him to enter you 


The locked-in demon has to stay 
He has no rights, he has no say 
Has lost his power over you 


A shadow with the dream to go 


You are his master now, he is your prey 


The demon is your creature now 


A useless shadow - but you won't let go 


Dave Mustaine sat on his bed with his legs crossed and his elbows on his thighs. His head rested in his hands. 
He looked awful. 


His long hair - usually a beautiful long and wild red mane - was greasy and ruffled now, hanging down 
miserably. He hadn't shaved in days, as it looked like, and red coloured stubbles covered up his chin, the lower 
parts of his cheek and the skin around his lips. 


It didn't fit him very much. And he couldn't have been inside a shower cubicle for days on, too. His red rimmed 


eyes looked as if he hadn't enough sleep in days, and he must have cried a lot. 

David Ellefson lay in the other bed, an intensive care bed similar to James’. 

Two infusion tubes were attached to the central venous catheter on the right side of his neck, the cuff of a 
blood pressure meter was around his right upper arm, and he was supplied with electrocardiography 


electrodes on his chest and an oxygen controlling clip on his left forefinger. 


His face was white, his cheeks hollow. The skin beneath his lower eyelids looked dark grey. His long hair was 
done to a ponytail in the nape of his neck, and there was large white plaster on the right side of his head. 


He hadn't opened up his eyes as James and Jason had been brought inside the room, and hadn't reacted in any 


other way. 
Jason instinctively looked around because he expected the silently watching Reaper with his sickle to be inside 


the room, ready to finish up poor David. 


Of course, there wasn't such a person, not even a crow in wait to peck at the eyes of a soon dead man. 


The medical personnel got James bed to the left side of David's. One of the nurses connected James chest 
electrodes with the electrocardiography monitor and the oxygen clip to the control monitor while another 


nurse restarted the infusion. 


Dave had a normally sized hospital bed, and Jason got another one. The room was stuffed, now, but that didn't 
matter. Jason and James were happy to be with the both Megadeth musicians. 


As the personnel had left the room, Dave slowly turned his head and looked at Jason. His hazel eyes were 
clouded. 


"He's dying," he murmured then hung his head 

"I'm NOT! David immediately protested. His eyelids fluttered 

Dave looked over at him. There was no hope in his eyes. 

"Whatever you say, baby," he hoarsely answered. "So, you're NOT dying. 
"Exactly" 


David slowly opened up his eyes and managed to keep the fluttering eyelids from falling shut again. He looked at 


Dave then at Jason without moving his head. 


"Hello David," Jason said. He sat down on a stool beside David's bed and smiled at the other bassist, softly 
stroking David's limp hand. "Don't let Dave talk you into dying. He has no say in the matter." 


“That's fucking right," David murmured. 
He turned his head to have a look at James who glanced back at him. 
"You don't look so good, too, James," he whispered. "What has he done to you?" 


"The same what he has done to you, as it seems," James gave back, his tone low. "Got me running naked 
through the snow to find a place where | could have got some shelter. But it was dark all around, and | didn't 
find anything - nowhere ... Because a place to hide and to warm up didn't exist, and the perverted fucker 
exactly knew about this .. | nearly froze to death. But they got me out before this could have happened 
because they got it that the frequency of my heart beats slowed down too much ... 


"Yeah, sounds familiar," David murmured. "| don't remember much but this asshole of a wanna-be drummer 


waited until | laid in the snow, face down, and didn't move any more .. Then he got out his rescue team .." 


| heard you," James whispered. "| recognized your voice. You cried for help, but you must have been far away 
from my position .. | had no orientation and didn't figure out too much because the fucker has drugged me to 


get me his puppet." 
"You heard him?" Dave stared at James with his hazel eyes wide. He breathed fast. "You've heard David?" 


James gave a light nod. Tears glittered in his eyes, and he tried to give an answer but failed The tears ran 
down, and James turned his head to hide his face in his pillow. 


DAVE'S tears already ran down his cheeks, too. He gave some sobs then bit his lower lip to stop it. 


But there wasn't a chance for him to hold back those tears. He covered his face with both hands and cried, 
his body shaking. 


Jason had wanted to hurry over to James to comfort him but now he quickly got over to Dave's bed, sat 
down and pulled the redhead into his arms, holding him tightly. He stroked Dave's hair, not caring about its 


unpleasant smell. 


Dave sobbed against Jason's shoulder. Jason's shirt got wet in no time but that didn't matter, too. 


"Why .. why haven't | killed him as | had the chance to do so .. He always has tried to get into David's pants ... 
And he knew that David and | are lovers," Dave whimpered. "David didn't let him .. The fucker tried to buy my 
baby with masses of drugs, and he made it even worse because David hated him for this .. Oh, | should have 


killed him." 


"| would have been pleased to assist you," James said. He tiredly rubbed his face and his read rimmed eyes. 


"Have you seen Kirk?" 


Dave sat up and wiped the tears off his cheeks, still sniffing. Jason handed him a handful of tissues, and Dave 


blew his nose. 
"Yes .. Yes. Kirk looks awful," he then answered. "He is .. Is he the slave of this monster?" 


"As it looks like, yes," Jason sadly said. "And we even didn't know how long or since when this is going on. Kirk 


never said a word" 
"No wonder about that," David weakly murmured. 


"What?" James looked over at him, his blue eyes wide. "Whats that supposed to mean, David? Do you know 


something?" 


"Not much. But Kirk's first fault has been that he didn't refuse to sleep with Lars, from the very beginning on 


"What? COME ON! The fucker always just was interested in my ass .. | would have known about him and Kirk!” 
James breathed hard. "He got Kirk after he had failed to get me, I'm sure about that." 


"Wrong," David whispered, his eyes closed again 


"But Kirk would have told us .. | can't believe this. Also, the little Danish big mouth used to inform everyone, 
who wasn't out of the room fast enough, about his brilliant sexual techniques, and whose lucky brain he had 


fucked out during the last twenty-four hours .. No way, that he has got Kirk ..” 


"Kirk always was in fear to get thrown out of the band if he'd say a word," Dave said, his tone very bitter. 
"He knew very well what had happened after Lars has caught you and me in bed. We fucked only one time, and 
we have been drunk ... | still don't know how you managed to get hard enough to penetrate me, because you 
have been too drunk to stay on your feet .. Anyway, Lars came in and watched, and we didn't notice his 
presence until we were done .. Four weeks later he had his will and | got thrown out. And Kirk was in ... with 
Lars' cock up his ass. He had no choice, and Lars always told him what he could do to a guitarist who doesn't 


surrender." 


James just gave a groan and covered his face with both hands. 
"There are video tapes, too," David whispered. 
"Video tapes?" Jason asked. "What kind of .." 


‘Lars showed me one of them .. | guess, he did them without Kirk's knowledge whenever they had their ... 


sessions." 
David paused to catch his breath. Nobody said a word. 


"He used to be the torturer, wearing a black mask, and he injured and tortured Kirk until the poor guy lost 
consciousness. Then he fucked him. He fucked an unconscious and tortured man," David whispered. "He wanted 


to do this with me, too. | always was in fear." 
Dave gave a desperate howl. 


"He has done it now, after he got us caught by his fucking security men .. I'm so pretty sure he raped you 
after the rescue team has warmed you up and have got you inside the prison cell." 


"Dave, no ... Please." 
David's whisper barely was audible. But Dave shook his head. 


"He injured you badly as he hit your head against the floor, and then he went down on you until you started to 
cramp because of the epidural hematoma inside your head .. Then he quickly left your cell without caring 
about you. And | still don't know why he decided to send an emergency team and let the neurosurgeons do the 
operation to stop the bleeding inside your head." 


"I can tell you, why," James hoarsely whispered. "I woke up in cell opposite to David's and saw him lying at the 
floor, shaking all over, and there was a lot of blood around his head ...| tried to get out by breaking down he 
fucking glass wall, and | yelled as loud as | could until | got an a coughing attack and fell down to the floor ... 
Then the fucker did his THE VOICE-performance and tried to make me believe in his unselfish kindness because 


he had ordered his emergency team to enter David's cell to help him." 


None of them said a word for a long while. Dave sighed every now and then. James was exhausted and had 


closed his eyes. Jason sat on James bed now and softly stroked James’ hair and back. 


He opened and shut his mouth several times, not sure if it was worth the risk But then he deeply breathed in 


and out. 


"We have to get out," he whispered. "But there must be something like a maze or labyrinth around us, and | 


guess it will be a problem to leave without help." 
"What?" Dave stared at Jason. "A maze? Come on! Ridiculous. Don't tell us shit like this." 


"You better believe me," Jason hissed at him. "Lars always was fascinated about mazes, the more difficult to 


find the way out the better." 


A quiet chuckle was to be heard, and they all stared at David. He still had his eyes closed but a nearly happy 


smile was on his lips. 


"A maze .. How interesting," he said in a very low tone, still smiling. "Let's hope its construction won't be too 


boring .. | hate boring mazes." 


Chapter 14 


Author's Notes: 
| hope you'll like chapter 14! 


Chapter 14 


Jason, James and Dave stared at David after he had done his cryptic statement about mazes, and especially 


about his dislike of "boring mazes". 


"Uh, David .. What's that supposed to mean?" James asked in a whispering tone. "Do ... do you know anything 
about .." 


He paused and quickly looked around to make sure that the four of them still were alone in the room. He knew 
perfectly well that they got watched - but maybe there was a chance that the security personnel won't get 
every whispered word. 

But David wasn't in the mood to tell them more because he got deeply exhausted in the meantime. 

‘I'm tired," he murmured, eyes closed. "I'm so tired .. Have to tell you later about .." 


He fell asleep in midsentence. Everyone still stared at him and now listened to his sleep-induced steady breath. 


"David? DAVID?" Dave asked in an urgent tone, looking at his lover with his hazel eyes wide open "Wake up! 
Hey, DAVID .." 


"Sshhh," Jason quickly whispered, forefinger on his lips. "Don't wake him up. He needs his sleep. We can talk 
about it later." 


“But | want to ..." 

"Shut up, Dave!" Jason gave Dave a very sharp look. "Let him sleep! And in the meantime YOU better move 
your ass into the bathroom and take a shower. You look and smell like a bum, and | can't sleep in the same 
room with someone who stinks as if he'd slept in garbage cans or under bridges since years .. Besides, | kinda 


like your long mane when it's freshly washed. Your hair is of such a nice red shade." 


"Says another guy with a fucking red shaded mane," Dave murmured and sneered. He shot Jason a furious 


glance. "Asshole!" 
Nevertheless, he stood up and made his way to the door of the small bathroom, angrily murmuring to himself. 
"And don't forget to shave," Jason added, grinning evilly. 


Dave gave a low hiss but didn't turn around. He disappeared inside the small bathroom. Some minutes later the 


shower got on. Then Dave was to be heard again because he started to sing. 


It was awful. 


He was completely off key as he launched into "Nothing Else Matters" after he had done several perfectly 
performed scales. And he didn't keep down his volume. It was clear enough that he wanted to get on James’ 


and Jason's nerves. 


James moaned and squeezed shut his eyes as Dave had finishe "Nothing Else Matters" and got over to "Enter 
Sandman’ without pause, doing his best to ruin the lead vocals and the lyrics. 


James covered his face with a slightly shaking hand. 
"What the hell have we done to deserve this?" he desperately groaned. "Jason, do something! NOW!" 


"What would you like me to do, baby?" Jason asked in a sweetish tone, running his fingers through James’ 
blond mane. "Do you want me to get there inside and to gag him? Stuff his mouth with a towel, maybe? Or 
should | better knock him out?" 


"Sounds pretty good," James murmured. He nearly jumped as Dave sang a line of the second verse, extra loud 


and extra wrong. "Do whatever you want but do it NOW!" 
Jason giggled. 


"You want to me to get inside the bathroom and have a look at Dave's naked, sexy body?" he innocently asked, 
batting his eyelashes at James. "Really? That's really generous of you ..\Well, if you are okay with this then 
lets go .. But there's no need for you to stay awake, baby, while l'm in the bathroom to have a look at Dave's 
surely sweet little ass, and while I'm busy to stuff his mouth with something he might have more fun with 
than with singing Metallica songs off-key." 


He made a move to get to his feet but James’ fingers were around his wrist in the blink of an eye, their grip 


steely. 


"Don't you dare, fucker!" James hissed. "You'll stay where you arel!" 
Jason smiled and bent to kiss James’ ear. 


"| like it when you're all jealous," he whispered at him then licked James’ ear. "You always get this extremely 


sexy dominant look what never fails to get me hard in no time .. Mmmmmmhh." 
"Really?" 


James grinned and turned his head a little to give Jason access to his lips while he already had his right hand 


inside Jason's pants, closing his fingers around Jason's hard cock. 
Jason gasped and tried to break the kiss but James held him - unexpectedly hard - with his left hand at the 
back of Jason's head. His right hand worked Jason's cock, sliding up and down easily after getting slicked up by 


precum. 


Jason moaned and panted into James' mouth, making James moan, too. He shoved his hand under James' 


blanket, pulled up the white hospital shirt and tightly gripped James’ already hard and slick cock, squeezing it. 


James moaned and thrust up into Jason's fist, and just some moments later he came hard, giving a series of 


those arousing small whimpers what used to drive Jason mad because of lust. 
While James still rode out his orgasm his fingers tightened hard around Jason's cock. Jason quickly muffled his 


cries by squeezing his face into James’ blond mane as he came. James gave him some more strokes, and Jason 


moaned and panted in frenzy. Then he dizzily collapsed onto James who caught and held him. 


Someone clapped his hands and chuckled. 
"Nice ... Really nice. | liked the show." 


Dave was back from his shower. He just had a white towel wrapped around his hips, now rubbing his wet mane 


with another one. He sported a shit-eating grin 
"Oh fuck," James groaned. "Go away, fucker!" 
Dave grinned and pointed at Jason who still didn't move. 


"He blacked out? Just because of a hand job? Fuck James, you're good at this. You HAVE to show me the trick 


because | always have to completely fuck David's brain out before he gets unconscious.’ 


"Shut your fucking mouth and make yourself useful. Hand me over some tissues!” 

Dave grabbed a box of tissues and brought her over to James. 

"Here you are." He grinned. "Do you want me to clean up your mess, too?" 

"Try that, and | gonna kill you as soon as | have back some more strength," James growled. 


Dave grinned even more. 


"Oh, PLEASE don't do it .. David won't be amused. And he can get a furious little beast if he isn't amused." 


Jason woke up just some seconds later, moaning quietly. He realized that he partly lay on top of James. 
"What ... what happened?" he murmured. 
"Hard orgasm," James whispered at him. "VERY hard orgasm." 


"Oh shit, no! NO!" 


Jason quickly sat up. As he saw Dave, who was busy to brush his damp hair, he slightly blushed and gave a 


groan. 
"Dont worry," Dave told him, smiling. "I haven't seen much. Just the last seconds, unfortunately." 
"That's more than enough," James murmured, reaching Jason some of the tissues. 


Jason got to his feet and turned, standing with his back to Dave, while he cleaned himself up. As he had 


finished this job he noticed, out of the corners of his eyes, that the doctor and two nurses came near. 


"The medics," he whispered. 


While the two nurses cared about the patients inside the intensive care beds without David waking up, the 
physician - the same as the day before - ordered Jason to lay down on his bed because he wanted to clean 


up the burn wound and to do some tests. 


Dave came over to have a look. As the doctor carefully removed the bandages, Dave got pale, staring at the 


wound in shock. 
"Oh man, this looks awful ... Horrible." 


"Its much better than yesterday," the doctor remarked. He lifted his head to look at Dave. "You better should 
lay down, Mr. Mustaine, because you might break your neck by fainting and falling down at the floor .. Sir Lars 


surely won't be amused if you hurt yourself.” 
"SIR Lars?" Dave stared at the doctor in disbelief. "Excuse me, but did you say SIR ... SIR Lars?" 
Jason held his breath, his blue eyes wide. 


"Of course, Mr. Mustaine, | did," the doctor answered. "It's SIR Lars ... Since eight month. A great honour, if | 


might say so, but well deserved" 
Dave still stared at the physician, his mouth hanging open. Then he visibly shuddered. 


"Then |... Then | better should get laid down as you have said, doctor," he weakly croaked. "! don't want to 
break my neck by falling down to the floor .. | really can't stand the sight of Jason's awful looking wound. 


He lay on his back and stared at the ceiling without a single move or word while the doctor went on to care 
about Jason. He cleaned up the wound by cutting off some more necrotic tissue. But compared to the last time 


it was just a small amount. The former abscess inside Jason's right pectoral muscle looked much better, too. 


The physician applied fresh bandages to the cleaned-up wound. Jason waited to get slipped another message 
but nothing happened. But the doctor winked at him. 


"| am really sorry that we are so late to care about you," he loudly told Jason and shrugged. "But our 
controlling monitors and the camera system mysteriously crashed just one and a half hour ago, so we tried to 
fix it, but without success. We had to call our computer technicians, and they also needed forty-five minutes 
to get it fixed .. Those computers are really awful. | still don't get it how these things work. It's unbelievable. 
Well, | tried, but | didn't understand a word the guys from the computer controlling department tried to get 


inside our heads. It's still an absolute mystery to me." 


"Yes .. Yes, | agree," Jason managed to answer. He tried to look a little stupid "I have a lot of problems, too. All 
the lessons | took didn't really help. It's such a shame. But James - | mean, Mr. Hetfield - even hadn't got it 
yet how to switch on such a machine." 

"| can understand that. | feel very stupid, Too," the doctor answered, smiling at Jason. 

He looked around. The nurses had finished their work and had left the intensive care room. 


"Now, let me do a control of your heart's function, Mr. Newsted," the physician casually said. 


He pulled out his stethoscope of the pocket of his shirt and laid the membrane head on Jason's chest after he 
had put the hearing plugs into his ears. 


After a while he shook his head. 


"| really don't know .." he murmured, laying his fingers to the left side of Jason's neck to get the pulse of the 
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carotis-artery. "That's weird" 


Jason hadn't time to get worried because the doctor casually held the membrane of his stethoscope right 


above Jason's eyes. 


The scripture on it - done with a black marker - was very small because of the also very small space, but 


Jason was able to read it. 
'5 dayz to recover. He's gone." 


The Metallica emblem had been squeezed in, too. But the typical wrong writing of ‘days' would have done it to 


let Jason know about a fan, too. 
He moved no muscle in his face but asked the doctor what was wrong with his heart. 
The physician dramatically rubbed off the scribbled message on his stethoscope's membrane. 


"This is AWFUL," he cried out. "I shouldn't always carry this open tube of hand salve in the same pocket where 
| used to put my stethoscope in. No wonder | didn't hear anything." 
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Chapter 15 


As he had done the nights before, Jason slept in James’ intensive care bed. James lay on his right side and 
Jason behind him. At first the burn wound on Jason's right upper chest hurt a lot. But then the effect of the 
painkiller, he had accepted to take, kicked in. 


He had told the doctor that he didn't want a painkiller what would slow down his reflexes, or what would make 
him dizzy. So, everything based on morphine derivates was out of question. He got Metamizol, a very often 
used medicine in Europe but not in the USA, and the stuff worked pretty well. 

He lay on his right side, too, and held James who was fast asleep. Dave lay in his own bed but constantly 
looked over at David, clearly longing for getting inside David's bed to be near him, feeling him. Jason felt pity 
with Dave. 

David moved in his sleep and gave some murmurs. His eyelids fluttered and opened a slit. 

"Dave?" he whispered, still half asleep. "Dave?" 

"Yes, baby?" Dave was out of his bed and at David's in a split second. "You need anything?" 

He quickly bent low and kissed his lover's forehead. At the same time he stroked David's hair. 


"Mmmmmhh ... Want you to hold me," David whispered. "Do you come in and hold me? Please?" 


In the dim light Jason saw the glittering tears in Dave's eyes as Dave slipped inside the intensive care bed 


after he had lifted the blanket. 


David wanted to turn to his left side but was still too weak to do it without help. Dave took care about the 
central venous infusion tubes to make sure they won't got ripped out the catheter inside the vein at the right 
side of David's neck then he cautiously helped David to turn onto the side. Then he lay down behind him, holding 
David close to his own body. He kissed David's cheek while his long red hair caressed his lover's face by falling 


over it. 


"Do you feel comfortable, baby?" he whispered. "Is everything okay?" 


‘Mmmmhh, yes," David murmured. He had grabbed a handful of Dave's hair and held it close to his lips and 
nose, breathing in deeply. "You smell so good .. And your hair is so soft .. Oh, how good it feels." 


Dave smiled and looked over to Jason who smiled back. 

"I took a shower," he whispered at David. "Jason kicked my ass and said he won't sleep in the same room as a 
stinking rat out of a shithole, so | had to do it to make him shut up. Of course, it's just for you, baby, but we 
won't tell the fucker." 

Jason grinned but didn't say a word. 

"You are sweet .. so sweet and .." David murmured and sighed happily, holding Dave's hair tighter. 


Then he fell asleep in midsentence, again. 


Dave gave a happy sigh, too. He closed his eyes and snuggled up to David. Just some seconds later he was 


asleep. 


Jason smiled to himself as he kissed James's neck then rested his face inside James' blond mane. 


In the morning they got woken up by three nurses who wanted to care about their patients. They scared 
Jason and Dave off the intensive care beds, and both quickly obeyed. 


James and David sleepily protested but had no chance. They got their medicine, got cleaned up and shaved. 
"| hate this," David murmured. 


"That's not of interest, Mr. Ellefson," he got informed by the nurse who was busy to shave him. "You'll get a 


nice breakfast after we are done." 
"Great," David murmured, sniffing. 


Dave came back from the bathroom and walked over to David's bed, ignoring the sharp look the nurse gave 


him. 


"You look so good, baby," he said and beamed at David. Then he stroked David's cheek "And your skin is so soft. 
Oh, | like that." 


David looked up at him and smiled. Dave's red mane - freshly brushed - had a beautiful shimmer, even in the 


artificial light. 

"Mr. Mustaine! I'm not done with shaving your boyfriend, so would you, PLEASE, stop to distract him," the 
nurse ordered and shot Dave another stern look. "Otherwise | might re-think the possibility of serving you 
anything else than cold tea for breakfast" 

She grinned, and David giggled. 

Dave hopped back some steps and tried hard to look anxious. 


"Oh please, nurse, don't do this to me. I'm STARVED! | use to be such a nagging kid if | don't get fed." 


"Yes, he usually nags for hours and hours," James mentioned, grinning widely. "The typical spoiled rockstar, I'd 


say. 


The four guys still were busy to eat their breakfast, as the glass door slid open and someone quickly slipped 


inside the room. 
Kirk! 


Jason dropped his fork. James gave a squeal, and Dave nearly fell off his bed. Just David kept control of his 


composure. He swallowed the piece of toast he had chewed up. 
"Hi Kirk," he then casually said. "How are you?" 
Kirk stood there, clearly very nervous. He wrung his hands in despair. 


"I'm sorry," he whispered. "I'm so sorry. Please, forgive me. |.. | couldn't stop him ... | tried my best .. But he 
didn't listen, and then he got so angry with me .. I'm so sorry." 


Tears streamed down his cheeks. He tried to wipe them off with shaking hands. 
He was an emotional wreck, barely able to look at his bandmates or at the both musicians from Megadeth. 


‘Its okay, Kirk," James softly said. Tears burned in his eyes, too. "I'm sure you haven't done it on purpose." 


Kirk shook his head. 


"I tried to protect you from his wrath .. as .. as long as | could do, but it got harder more and more. | tried 
to please him as much as | could do. But he never was satisfied And there are his spies inside our road crew, 
they told him everything what was going on .. And he has his people inside the crew of Megadeth, too .. He 
always threatened to get killed one of you, one after the other. And | know he will do it if he thinks that there 
is something going on behind his back .. And then this thunderstorm during our gig in Kopenhagen gave him the 
best opportunity to get fulfilled all his sick wishes .. Of course, all the guys of the security personnel, and also 
every fucker of the medical team there has been paid by him. He is so fucking rich and .. He owns nearly 


every security service all over the world, and he fucking pays them well." 


"KIRK, stop it! My god, Kirk, stop it," Jason hastily whispered. "Please stop! Don't tell us things like this. We get 
watched! The security guys .." 


Now, Kirk smiled and wiped off his last tears. 


"What a shame that the camera system and the computers broke down, again. It's so AWFUL. The technicians 
are working hard to figure out what might be wrong but it seems to be a mystery. They haven't found out 
yet. Isn't that awful? .. They have called Sir Lars, and he got all furious and has ordered them to find out 
what's wrong - PRONTO - and that the problem has first priority. Otherwise he would fire their lazy asses." 


The four fellow musicians stared at Kirk who showed off an evil grin. 


"Kirk, uh, do you .. do you have an idea why the computer system crashed?" Jason asked, suspiciously looking 


at Kirk. 
Kirk lifted his hands. 


"What, | should have an idea about the failure of the computers and the cameras? |?" he innocently asked back. 
| have NO CLUE, really! Well, maybe there was an accident with the server as | played some computer games, 
but I'm no computer expert, you know .. I've heard that those computer games can be VERY dangerous, 
especially when they decide to multiply themselves inside a computer system by trying to find out how many 
decimal places ‘Pl! has .. Those calculations can take a lot of capacity and time." 


"Oh, man," Jason said in an amused tone. "| never got that math thing. Really difficult .. Now, get over here and 


have some small-talk, Kirk." 


Kirk sat down on a stool between the intensive care beds of James and David while Jason and Dave sat on the 


beds and tried to cover up Kirk 


"| don't know how much time we have until the computer experts will find out what makes the system run in 


endless loops," Kirk said in a low tone. "I did my best to ruin the data banks as much as possible." 

"Since when do you have the capability to do things like those?" James asked. He nearly didn't believe it. 

“Since a while," Kirk answered, shrugging. "| wanted to be prepared. I've read a lot, and I've tried a lot. And 
there are two guys from the computer department who got told by Sir Lars to show me how to play a simple 
computer game because | got bored too much and had to get cheered up ... Of course, I'm such a hopelessly 
dumb idiot when it comes to technique. But as it turned out, the both experts are huge Metallica fans, isn't 
that funny?" 

"Do you trust them? Do you really trust them?" 


“Absolutely. They helped me so much, and they know very well that their life isn't worth a shit if they will get 
caught." 


He breathed in deeply. 


‘Okay, it's gonna get difficult but I'll try to get you out," he whispered. "I'm no longer interested in my own life, 
and if | he'll kill me its okay for me. I'm just a puppet, anyway, so my life is worthless .." 


"Kirk, stop it!" Dave sharply whispered at him. He squeezed Kirk's shoulder. "Your life isn't worthless, not to us. 
We want you to get out, too. He has done enough to you." 


Kirk swallowed hard then he nodded. 


"Thank you," he whispered, tears in his eyes. 


"You are officially missed," he told them after he was back in control of his composure. "You and | have been 
brought to a hospital in Kopenhagen, along with a lot of fans and several musicians from other bands. Larry, 
our drummer, has been killed by a lightning bolt, and two members of the Scorpions, too, but | don't know who. 
| just got down because of my guitar as a pretty weakened up arm of a lightning bolt hit her, and they 
dragged me off the stage." 


"We are 'missed'?" James asked. 


"Yes. You - well, WE - disappeared from the hospital without leaving a trace ..." 


"But, Kirk, YOU have been seen in the meantime," Jason mentioned. "You escorted the fucker to the dinner with 


the queen The media must have got that." 
Kirk gave a sad smile. 


"Those make-up artists are unbelievable when it comes to get you to a completely other person, it's stunning. 
Lars looks like a stranger, too. He never would show his real face in public .. Anyway, we all are missed, and 
the media don't have a clue what had happened. And you know how the media - or the police - use to handle 


these things: they lose interest after four weeks, maximum.” 
“That's fucking right," James murmured. He looked at Kirk. "What to do, now?" 


‘For first you have to get as much strengths back as possible, and as fast as possible. All of you," Kirk said. 
"The perverted fucker is in Hongkong, now, and after that he will fly to Singapore because he suspects some of 
his business partners there getting a little refractory .. There is this fucking Amazing Maze we have to leave, 


and | don't know the way .." 
"What's an Amazing Maze?" Jason quickly threw in. 


‘Oh, its not ‘amazing’, it's just a maze, and we should find the quickest way to get out," David said before Kirk 
had a chance to answer. "Well, | guess it's spiced up with some murderous traps, and that's the amazing fun" 
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Chapter lb 


Everybody stared at David who allowed himself a small and innocently looking smile. His friends waited but he 
didn't say more. 


Finally, Dave nervously and impatiently cleared his throat because he didn't want to wait a second longer. He 
ran his fingers through his red mane several times, exchanged brief glances with James, Jason and Kirk, and 


then looked at his lover. 


"David, baby, not that | would wanna urge you .. You know | fucking NEVER would do anything like this to you 
because I'm the most patient guy on Earth, so take your time .. But | guess, all the other fuckers would be 
pleased if you could be so rice to give us some more information about those special .. uh, those MURDEROUS 
traps of the so-called Amazing Maze you are thinking about, and it also would be pretty nice if you'd do that 
NOW!" 


"Sure, I'll do that," David answered, giving Dave a smile. He looked adorably sweet. "It isn't too difficult, really." 
"Yeah? You sure?" James asked without much enthusiasm. 


"Positive," David gave back, his tone low and serious now. He glanced at Kirk "Do you know ANYTHING about 


this maze, Kirk? Is it just a 2D-maze, or is it a 3D-maze, maybe, and how .." 


"What's the difference?" Kirk at once asked. He scratched his head, frowning. "What do you mean with ‘2D or 
3D? | really don't know what's that's supposed to mean" 


David giggled in amusement. 


"A guy who has the powers to get a computer system to crash down by forcing the drivers and the data 
banks into an endless loop all of a sudden, because he makes them conclude that they have to drop everything 
else, because their priority is to calculate the decimal numbers of ‘pit what might need a calculation time of 
estimated ten million years .. Well, SUCH a guy asks ME, an innocent bassist and farmboy, what's the 
difference between 2D and 3D! Unbelievable." 


"Uh .." 


"But don't worry, sweetie." David grinned. "I have to admit that | don't know much about manipulating 


computers like this - well, let's face it: | know NOTHING about the stuff" 

Kirk gave a sigh of relief and relaxed. 

But now Dave desperately groaned, ruffling up his long red hair. 

"David, BABY, you know | love you, but you really drive me mad, sweetheart ... PLEASE, go on!" 


"Of course, baby. | don't wanna drive you mad, so let's go on .. Its really easy to understand. Now, a 2D-maze 
is a two-dimensioned maze. This means that there are just the ‘flat-space dimensions of width and length. A 
3D-maze on the other hand has an additional dimension, and this is ‘height. This is the third and last one of 
the steady structural space dimension, as far as we know anything about the physics of space .. Of course, 
there are lots of discussions about the possibility of 4D-mazes - including the time-dimension as the well- 
known fourth dimension - but | guess, that's not very realistic .. Not that | won't completely exclude such a 
possibility .. But the discussions about MORE than four or five dimensions are ridiculous, and | precisely have 


pointed this out in several scientific articles I've done ..." 


"DAVID! PLEEEASE!" Dave whimpered. He looked terrified. "I'm not interested in any fucking scientific articles 
you use to write behind my back as it seems, and you can tell me about them later, but would you please go 


on to talk about THIS fucking maze. | don't care about the possibility of ten or twenty dimensions." 


His eyes had a slightly glassy look, now, while Jason buried his face in his hands and shook his head. James and 


Kirk just were stunned and stared at David as if he was an alien from an outer space madhouse. 


"Yes, yes, sorry, I'll go on," David hastily said. "I just wanted to get more information ‘cause | wanna know if the 
maze in question has two or three dimensions. It would be very helpful to know this before blindly running into 
an unknown maze. It would be a pretty stupid idea to do so ... Well, three dimensions in a maze construction 

mean that there are stairs or bridges to another level, so you can cross several corridors and tunnels of the 


maze by going up- or downstairs .." 


"Oh, you mean like the secret maze of the library tower in the novel and the movie ‘The name of the rose’? 
The novel has been written by Umberto Eco, and Sean Connery played the medieval detective monk in the 
movie, and | absolutely loved it .. There were lots of stairs and rooms and doors in this tower, right?" Kirk 


breathlessly asked then beamed at David. 


"Like that, yes. The octagon-shaped library tower in ‘The name of the rose’ was limited in size and numbers of 
rooms, concerning a single level, so the levels - or storeys - are connected by stairs and tunnels. This forced 
the heroes of the novel to run up and down the stairs and also running around in circles by trying to find the 


way out. Logically, at first they didn’t find the right way because they hadn't worked out systematically how 


to do it" 


David paused for a moment to catch his breath. He looked a little exhausted. Dave quickly poured some more 
tea inside David's cup and got him to drink some. David was thirsty and drained the cup then another one after 
Dave had refilled it. 


"Thank you," he whispered, looking at Dave with his large and beautiful eyes. 


With a happy sigh Dave bent and kissed him, and David ran his fingers through Dave's wild mane while he 
kissed back. 


After Dave had sat up, again, David went on with his interrogation of poor Kirk 


"So, Kirk, do you know if this maze is 2D or 3D .. And are we already INSIDE the maze, or do we first have to 
ENTER the maze to get out in any way? How do YOU get out?" 


‘I'm not sure if | have been inside the tunnels of the maze, yet," Kirk said. He looked worried. "I know that the 
hospital rooms and the control rooms of the security personnel are INSIDE the maze. But we all leave - or 
enter - by elevators. The personnel, Lars, and me, | mean. Unfortunately, there are no numbers on the 
buttons inside the elevators, so | don't know how many levels beneath the castle's first floor the hospital and 
the maze are, and you even need a security card to get one of the elevators running, not to mention the 


security code you have to know for entering the elevators .. There are panels for the code ." 


"Wait a minute .. THE CASTLE?" James sounded shocked. "Do you wanna tell us that the fucker owns a 
CASTLE?" 


Kirk just shrugged. He looked bored. 


"Well, yes, it's a castle .. But this castle is just one of MANY castles, believe me. He owns castles and large 
country estates all over the world. This is one of his ‘smaller’ castles, as he always likes to point out. It lays in 
the South of England but | don't know the exact position because | always get flown in by a large helicopter 
with blinded passenger windows, or | get driven to it inside a limousine with completely dark windows, so | won't 
be able to have a look at the landscape we are driving through .. This is so WEIRD, and | hate it, but Lars - 


Sir Lars - doesn't trust me. He's so paranoid." 


"He always has been paranoid," James murmured, and Kirk nodded in agreement. 


"That's totally right. Now, this castle may be one of his smaller accommodations but it is very old and has a 
maze some storeys underneath it. The maze already had been here before Lars bought the castle and the 
large property. There is a hedge maze outside, too. It's pretty large and complicated, and it HAS bridges from 
wood and a large platform in the middle. You have to reach the platform. Lars let me try it several times but 
| always failed to find the platform in the middle of the maze, or even the way back to the entrance. One time 
| was inside the fucking hedge maze for over five hours, and it has been hot like hell because it was a bright 
summer day .. The fucker must have had a lot of fun by watching me by stumbling around because he sat at 
the platform, in the shadows, a lot of cold cans of soda inside the fridge beside him .. Then, finally, he got 
bored and sent out two guys from security to help me out. | already had a heatstroke and had to stay inside 
the castle's hospital for two days ..| thought my head would explode." 


"What an asshole," James hissed. "He will pay for this, too." 


"Agreed," Dave dryly said. "Unfortunately, we can kill him just one time, but I'd suggest that we let him have 
the pleasure of a prolonged torture BEFORE finishing him up." 


"Sounds pretty good" James grin was evil 
Kirk breathed in shakily. 


"Don't even think about anything like this. He always has four to eight security men with him, and every single 
of these guys is specialised in hand-to-hand-combat and heavily armed from top to toes ...| didn't know about 
it for a long time but then got it that even in his bedroom he got protected by security by watching by 


hidden cameras. So, every time we fucked the perverted idiots had a nice view on gay porn activity for free." 


Now, he slightly turned around and looked over his shoulder at the glass door. Nobody was to be seen outside. 


So, Kirk turned back to face his friends. 


"Please, tell me if Jim - this is the doctor who has delivered my messages - comes near. By the way, you can 
trust him. He will warn us if the computer guys are near a solution how to stop the endless loop inside the 


computer system. Then | have to leave." 
"Okay," Jason whispered and started to watch the door out of the corners of his eyes. 


"Thanks. I'll hurry up to tell you everything | know about this maze," Kirk said in a low tone. "As | have 
mentioned, the maze had been there since the beginning when the castle has got built. There must have been 
stairs or something else to reach the maze in older times because the castle has been built up during the 


mediaeval era. It might have been planned as a route to escape if enemies might have entered the castle to kill 


the king or the knights, or whoever .. It must have been in bad state as Lars bought the castle, so he 
renovated the fucker and got constructed the traps by a specialist. | guess its a 2D- maze, but extremely 
dangerous. | don't believe there's a way to get through without support by a specialist if you don't wanna get 
killed." 


"Well, | AM a specialist," David casually threw in. "| use to construct mazes and labyrinths since | have been 
nine. | constructed my first mazes because my family needed money for the farm after the harvest had been 
ruined by weather, and | had the idea to bring in some money with doing a maze. | constructed a maize maze 
for the adult visitors and a small and easy labyrinth for the kids .. We were one of the first farms who had 
such an attraction, and people loved it, so we earned a lot of cash because of the tickets we sold Then | got 
an even larger and more complicated maze for every year. This always has been so much fun. Over the years 


we also grew a large hedge maze for permanent use" 

Once again, everybody stared at him, not knowing what to say. 

"Why, the fuck, don't | know about this?" Dave finally managed to ask 

"Oh, you KNOW about it, baby," David innocently answered. "But every time | tried to show you the hedge maze 


- for example - you have been drunk or drugged about your ass, so its no wonder you don't remember a 


thing." 


Chapter I 


Author's Notes: 
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Chapter I1 


Dave was ashamed. 


Not only hadn't he ever realised that David had secretly done construction plans for mazes at his parents’ 


farm and for other people's farms or gardens, he also hadn't got it that David was a highly ranked chairman 
of the ‘American Society of Labyrinths and Mazes - ASOLM’. David has written a lot of articles, and he had 


visited every maze or labyrith in reach whenever Megadeth did a tour. 

Whenever Dave had noticed one of the sketches of maze constructions David constantly was busy to draw ina 
sketchbook, he always had thought that David was doing some nice tattoo drawing or some possible designs for 
Megadeth’ merchandise. 


Now, he hung his head in shame for not have showed more interest in what his lover really had done. 


"Aawww, baby, don't worry," David smiled and softly patted Dave's thigh. "I don't know everything about you, 


too. Lovers always should have some secrets. Otherwise a partnership would be boring, don't you think?" 


Dave gave a whimper, still staring down at his hands. The other three musicians felt pity for him. But James 
had to struggle to keep himself from grinning. 


"Come here, baby, let me kiss you," David whispered. "We'll visit all my mazes when we'll get out of this one, 


okay?" 


Dave gave a sniff but then he looked at David and bent to kiss him. David ruffled up Dave's beautiful mane, 


and Dave kissed every centimetre of skin of David's face he had access to. 
"| love you so much, darling," he whispered at him. 


‘Love you, too, my sweet redhead," David whispered back. "Oh, l'm waiting so much to be strong enough to 


make love to you again. Mmmhhh. Kiss me!" 


So, another kiss, pretty noisily, was performed. Then another one. And another one. 


James rolled his eyes and grinned. Kirk discreetly looked away. 
The both lovers kissed and kissed. They didn't seem to have the intention to stop kissing. 


After a while Jason cleared his throat, and Dave and David broke their kiss and looked at him, not very 
amused to get disturbed. 


"Guys, we all love to watch the nice show of you both cute love birds," Jason mentioned, his tone slightly 
urgent. "But | would be pleased if you could wait to go on with making up a little longer? We have some 


business to talk about, dudes." 


"Of course, yes. You are right, Jase," David immediately agreed while Dave gave a moan of frustration. "Let's 


continue." 

His hand stayed on Dave's thigh, and Dave laced his fingers with David's. 

James stared at them in surprise and curiosity. He never had seen Dave the badass doing anything like this. 
"Okay, Kirk," David went on. "You HAVE to find out the name of this castle. The name is enough to give me all 
the information | need. | do know the construction of every existing maze all over the word, especially the old 


mazes, so l'll have some orientation" 


"lIl do my best to find out," Kirk immediately said. "But Lars got a lot of traps built in, as far as l'm informed, 
and | don't know where, and of what kind they are. But I'm pretty sure they are vicious." 


"There is no doubt about the traps’ vicious nature if Lars has anything to do with their construction. Doesn't 


matter. There aren't many possibilities for traps because it's an old maze," David seriously answered. 
Kirk sighed and looked at the floor. He wasn't sure about this. He knew Lars. Well 

And Lars never thought of something harmless if he wanted to torture other people. 

"Trust me," David firmly said, glancing at Kirk. His look had something hypnotically. 


"| do trust you," Kirk whispered with tears in his eyes. "IIl try to distract Lars long enough to give you the 
chance to find out the way .." 


"That's nonsense. Don't even think about that," James threw in without hesitation. "You'll come with us. We 
won't even try to flee without you." 


Kirk stared at him, into James’ blue eyes, with his mouth opened, and then he started to cry. He quickly 
covered up his face with both hands to muffle his sobs. 


Now, his friends noticed the bruises and cuts around Kirk's wrists. The long sleeves of his black shirt had 


hidden them until this moment. The wounds looked really bad. 
Kirk had got tied up or handcuffed like all of them. 


"Oh my god," Jason whispered and reached over to stroke Kirk's dark locks. "What has the cruel fucker done to 


you?" 


Kirk cried even harder. 


Kirk quickly had to leave the room as Jim, the doctor, passed by the glass door, letting it look as casually as 
possible. 


"This is so awful," David whispered as Kirk had left the room. "I can't believe such cruelty." 


"But he has done cruel things to all of us," James whispered back. "In your case he must have known that 


you're using, again, but he didn't hold himself back and risked your life ..” 


"WHAT? Wait a moment ...| didn't use again" David sounded shocked. His large eyes were wide open. "Who has 


told you such nonsense? How could you even think this about me? That's not true.” 


"But ... but you looked ... you looked so badly sick before the concert," James stammered, flushing. "| mean, | 


saw you, and thought you must use again because you seemed to be ..." 


"He didn't use," Dave firmly said. "He WAS sick, that's right. He has got a lot better because of his treatment 
but he had been very, very sick. | noticed that, too, and | have been so worried. He tried to make me believe 
that he just ate something wrong but after a while | didn't accept this any longer .. He suffered from 
diarrhoea and vomiting, and also spasms of his stomach,. He lost weight and was thirsty all the time, so | 
finally dragged him to the doctor for examination .. | had thought of diabetes, or an infection, but | nearly got 
mad as the doctor and the specialists from toxicology told us that my baby had got poisoned by a solution of 


arsenic, very slowly and since a while, as it seems. The arsenic already as stripes in his fingernails and his hair 


- they said their name is ‘Mees-stripes', and the so-called Marsh-test in his blood, his hairs and his urine 


was clearly positive, also the other chemical tests proved that there was a lot of arsenic acid .." 
"Oh no," Jason whispered, glancing at David in shock. "This is awful! Absolutely awful." 


"Yes." Dave wiped away his tears. "The toxicologists and the police found out that a solution of the stuff had 
been in the water David used to drink before and after our shows, and also as a powdery substance in his 
stage make-up. The police brought in a detective inside our crew, and he caught the guy, who had done it, in 
the act as he injected the solution poison in one of the bottles of David's water .. He had worked as David's 
assistant bass tech since half a year, and David never would have suspected him for trying to murder him .. 
But David always don't think that someone would do anything criminal to him or against him, and he thinks he 
had done nothing wrong to make the guy angry about him. My David is such a lovely and nice guy ..” 


"The guys from homicide department thought that Eddie tried to get my job as bass player for Megadeth," 
David said, his voice shaking. "And Eddie didn't say anything to correct them. He sticks to his story. Also, he 
had been clever enough to smuggle enough arsenic onto the pizzas my chief bass tech use to eat in 

unbelievable amounts, so it might have looked that Joey should get killed, too, but the police guys said there 


never would have been enough arsenic to kill him .. But ... but .." 


"But we knew that it never could have been Eddies's idea alone .. Sombody behind the scenes must have 
ordered him to do it, and | immediately suspected Lars to be the one who had ‘forced’ Eddie to do it. But Eddie 
stubbornly told them that he hadn't got an order to do so, and that he had done it to get David's job as a 
bass player for Megadeth ... This is absolutely ridiculous. Ridiculous! | never liked the guy." 


"But he's an excellent bass player, Dave, and he did a great job as bass tech," David threw in. "Maybe he really 
believed he would do the right thing because he plays better than |." 


‘Oh, COME ON! This is nonsense. You are the best bass player all over the world" Dave wildly shook his head. 
Jason cleared his throat and Dave jumped, quickly glancing at him. "Oh, of course, JASON does a good job, too .. 
An excellent job, I'd like to point out .. But this fucking Eddie plays like a bass computer and it don't feel right. 
In general, he might be a good enough bass player but he got thrown out of nine or ten other bands because 
of his hypocrisy and his intolerance, also because of the constantly provoked fights - provoked by him - with 
other band members. AND he manipulated their instruments to cause their malfunction during the shows ... l'm 
pretty sure he has murdered several of his fellow musicians, too, just for fun, considering the fact that 


several instrumentalists died a mysterious death." 
"Dave, you can't prove that .." 


‘Its not my job to prove it. The guys from police have to do this, and they still are busy with getting the 
corpses of the poor guys exhumed. They aren't done, yet. AND they also don't buy the fucking insane story 
Eddie tried to make them believe in They found out that the asshole has several bank accounts on the Fidji- 
and Bahama-lslands, the Isle of Man, or in Switzerland, all of them stuffed. Don't tell me that a bass tech ever 


should be able to earn such a shitload of money, and his former bands mostly hadn't enough cash to buy 


acceptable gear .. Also, there exist enough photos of fucking Eddie with Lars. Well, they have been done years 
ago but he KNOWS Lars, he can't deny that .. Lars is a criminal, Eddie is a criminal. Lars tried to fuck YOU and 
you always defended your virginity, or you had a migraine or whatever. He really didn't like this .. How often 
did he threaten that you'll have to pay for your attitude? Constantly - every five minutes or so. Tell you 
what - the fucker SIR Lars paid Eddie for murdering you. File closed" 


There was silence for a long while. None of the four guys knew what to say. 
Finally, Jason - who looked paler than before - cleared his throat. 


"This is horrible," he whispered. "I don't know much about arsenic and how the stuff works but for sure you 


must have felt awfully, David" 

"Yeah," David gloomily murmured. "I felt pretty bad" 

"Shit," James said. "This is unbelievable. I'm so sorry that I've guessed you are shooting up, again ... 
David lightly shook his head. 


"You really don't need to be sorry. You haven't been the only one who had thought this. Some other musicians 


talked behind my back about my renewed drug abuse. Dave got furious about the rumours." 


"That's fucking right," Dave hissed. "None of the assholes ever asked directly, and none of the formerly heavy 
users of other bands asked if he could do anything to help .. Oh, | have to correct myself: Nikki Sixx came and 
asked David if he wanted to talk because he would have noticed David's bad shape. We told Nikki what had 


happened, and he was so shocked .. But he has been the only one who cared" 
James rubbed his face and gave a moan He still felt guilty. Then he glanced back at David and Dave. 


"Where did this Eddie have the arsenic from?" he asked. "Oh, wait, that's a stupid question Lars must have 
supplied him." 


Dave shook his head, making his long red mane fly. 
"That isn't a stupid question, James. Lars may have paid the fucker but Eddie has studied chemistry and knew 


how to get toxic stuff like this. | nearly fainted as the police told us about it because nobody had known that 
Eddie is a chemic. But he hasn't finished his study, as it turned out. He got expelled from his university 


because they caught him by secretly cooking up several drugs in the middle of the night. Whatever. He knows 


a lot about toxic substances and where he could get them ..”" 


"Did you know that the drinking water in California contains a lot of arsenic?" David asked James and Jason 
Their eyes went wide. "Don't worry, they get most of the stuff out before the water gets into circulation .. 
But there's an unbelievable high amount of arsenic acid inside the geysers and lakes of volcano origin in the 
Yellowstone Park. You shouldn't drink this water .. AND apple juice contains a lot of arsenic, too. The juice got 
filled into clear plastic bottles because the light reduces the quantity of the stuff. | used to like apple juice, 
but that's gone." 


"Oh fuck!" James groaned. He felt tired and emotionally exhausted. 


Jason looked at him in sorrow then bent over and kissed him while he ran his fingers through James’ blond 


hair. 


"Baby, you have to sleep a little, now, you are still so weak," he whispered. "And David needs some sleep, too. 


Remember - we just have such a short time to recover." 


Chapter I8 
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Chapter 18 


„Did you hear the news about the computer system?" Jim, the doctor, asked around as he changed the 
bandaged of Jason's burn wound. The wound looked very better, but Jason made a show in giving moans and 
whimpers of pain as if he'd been at the edge of agony. "The fucking thing crashed down, again, and there's stil 
no clue what has happened. This is such a mystery. Nobody has the SLIGHTEST clue how it could have 
happened, again because the IT-specialists have worked all night to find the problems, and they have thought 
they would have fixed it .. A mystery. It's such a mystery .. Of course, Sir Lars isn't very pleased about the 
failure of his beloved system, and of his extremely well paid computer personnel .. But | always tried to point 
out that these computers can't be trusted, | always like to say that, but does anyone believe me? No. But my 


opinion is that computers are just machines, and you never can trust a machine." 


The other musicians in the intensive care room busied themselves in making incompetent comments to make it 


clear that they had no idea, too. 


"Absolutely," Dave said, ruffling up his long red mane. "Nobody ever needed fucking computers before the shit 
has got brought in for the first time, and | personally guess that it's just a new method to get people 
confused because those people behind the lines want to transfer the money of us completely helpless and 


innocent musicians to their own bank accounts without letting it look like bank robbery." 


"You are soooo right, Dave," James enthusiastically added. "They really must think we are just imbeciles .. 


Maybe, we ARE imbeciles, who knows?" 


"WHAT? That's just an unbelievable impertinence." Dave glared at James, his hazel eyes glowing. "| should be an 


IMBECILE? How dare you! Or do you want to tell me that musicians in general are imbeciles?" 


"Well, you can't exclude that, everybody says that rock musicians are dumb. So, well .. Personally, | don't think 
so, but you'll never know .. Especially in your case, for example, | don't think you're very bright .. You never 


have been very bright, and it hasn't got better since the last time | met you, as it looks like ..." 


“Alright, let's talk a little more about certain imbecile musicians, my dear friend James ... Imbecile and DRUNK 


musicians, | wanna point out," Dave dramatically hissed. 


He threw back his red mane, letting it fly through the air. David glared at him, open-mouthed, his eyes 
glittering in lust. 


Dave, on the other hand, narrowed his eyes and stared daggers at James. 


"| personally know another stupid guitarist who never learned how to tell a guitar from a bass, but | won't 
blame him by mentioning his name because l'm such a nice guy. Unfortunately, the fucker dares to think he 


might be allowed to even look at me .." 
"Asshole!" 


"Yeah, that's all you can manage to give back, exactly as I've waited for, but | don't mind, because I'm NOT 
interested in the unqualified and useless comments of a certain blond haired idiot who thinks he might be able 
to play any kind of guitar, or just an instrument with more than two strings .. Aaahhh, why did | mentions 
TWO strings? The blond idiot can't count up to more than ONE. What a shame, but ‘blond’ and ‘stupid is the 
same thing .. By the way, the poor loser who has to restring your one-string guitars after you've broken the 
string every two minutes, or so, hopefully gets paid enough for his suffering .." 


"JASON, get over and rip out all his fucking orange hair!” James hissed back. "But take your time, because | 
want him to have the full show. If you wanna break lose some of his teeth in between - maybe all of them - 


don't hold back." 


"JASON, try that, and | let my baby rip out every single one of YOUR fucking red hair!" Dave dramatically 


threw back his own flaming red hair. 


Jason looked over at Dave then at David, and grinned. Both bassists started to giggle, and Jason showed Dave 
the finger. 


‘I'm really sorry, but at the moment I'm too busy," he laughed. "| have very good manners, y'know, so | NEVER 
would try to stop a physician in doing his work, and as long as he is armed with a scalpel and some murderous 
pincers and has aimed those instruments at my pectoral muscle ... So, I'd be pleased if you both stupid 
guitarists do all of your hair ripping without my assistance." 


"That's a good idea," Jim, the doctor, mentioned. He tabbed some blood off Jason's wound. "I'd prefer that, too, 
because | REALLY hate to get disturbed in performing such highly difficult aesthetic surgery. Its an art, you 
have to know, and you have to have VERY skilled fingers to be able to do it" 
"See?" Jason grinned at Dave. "Now, THIS guy has good manners, hasn't he?" 


Dave just snorted. 


They all had a lot of fun to play their role in the comedy of character. It had a pretty relaxing effect on 
them. 


Jim had fixed the last layer of bandage on Jason's chest then threw the used latex gloves and the dirty 


bandages into the container for infectious garbage. 


He looked over to the door where two security guys had passed by after they briefly had stared into the 


room. 


"They finally seem to have got the computer- and camera-system run again," he casually mentioned. "Well, l'm 


finished, too." 

He looked from one musician to the other, his facial expression completely neutral. 

"For today | have planned a computer tomography scan of your head, Mr. Ellefson, and another EEG, and Mr. 
Hetfield will get a computer tomography of his thorax. Mr. Newsted needs some physiotherapy, and Mr. 
Mustaine will get some physiotherapy and massage .." 


"Sounds fucking good," Dave quickly threw in, beaming at the doctor. 


| was sure you'd say that," Jim gave him a brief smile. "But | have to warn you - Audrey, who does the 


massage, doesn't like rock musicians, and she is a real dragon 
"Agawwww" 

"So, you better don't provoke her." 

"Fuck!" 


"You also better don't try to fuck her. You are too old for her. She's fifty-nine, and she doesn't accept men 


over twenty-five." 
Dave noisily let out a stream of air, grinning. 


‘Oh, that's good to know, doc, thank you," he said, visibly seeming relieved. "The nice lady is a classical case for 


Gene Simmons from KISS. | don't do ladies over fifty-eight 


Together James and David got brought to the small radiology department of the hidden hospital of Sir Lars’ 
castle. James had wanted to walk but he got no chance. Like David he got transported by two male nurses on a 


wheeled stretcher, lying on his back. Three heavily armed security men followed. 

James eyed them but tried to let it look casually. He wanted to check out their guns. 

Every man had a 45 Colt pistol in a holster around his right upper thigh and, in addition, a machine gun - 
loaded by high speed ammunition and ready to fire - in his arm. Every man's fingers loosely touched the 

trigger of his gun. Already loaded replacement magazines for the pistols and the machine guns were inside 


multiple magazine holsters attached to the men's combat dresses. 


The tall and muscular guys looked extremely well trained and experienced, and their facial expression was 


completely neutral. 
James suppressed a groan. 
Three experienced fighters against two weak metal musicians. What a shame. 


James was sure that even every fast movement of one of his fingers immediately would had given him a nice 


view into the wrong ends of three machine gun muzzles. And he wasn't too interested in such a view. 

David stared at the security men in disbelief. Frowning, he cleared his throat. 

"Hold it, David," James quietly said without turning his head to look at the bassist. 

He heard David give a low gasp. But the bassist was clever enough to keep his mouth shut. There was no 
sense in provoking the armed security men. They didn't know anything about them and had no chance to get 


the right judgement about the situation The fighters showed no emotion at all 


James decided that it would have been stupid to risk his or David's life by performing the usual arrogant- 


rockstar-show. 


He felt awful. 


Jim already was waiting inside the control room of the high-speed computerized tomography scanner. He talked 


to the radiologist and the female CT-tech. 


Another large room on the opposite of the hall held a 15-Tesla magnetic resonance tomography scanner of the 


newest generation. 
James was impressed. 


He knew that all the shit he had seen until this moment must had been obscenely expensive to buy - and even 


more expensive in maintain and maintaining personnel. 


James didn't believe just for one second that Lars had got all this for free. Not even Lars would have gotten 


all those machines and personnel for free. 


How had Lars managed to earn so much money in such a short time? James didn't get it. The fucker must 


have sold his soul to the Devil to get this rich. 


If the asshole ever HAD a soul he had been able to sell at the Devill 


While the scanner got prepared, David's and James’ stretchers inside the waiting room stood side by side, 
nearly touching. The security men were in the background but kept a sharp eye on the both musicians. 


David and James quickly looked at each other. 
"This is bizarre," David whispered. "Are you sure that we ain't got caught in a very bad dream, James?" 
"Yeah, I'm sure. It's absolutely bizarre, you are right, but | don't have another logical explanation .." 


"So, you think that the assho .. eh, | mean, SIR Lars ... has initiated all of this just to take revenge for every 


imagined offense we did to him?" 

"Absolutely. This is Lars Ulrich's style. Oh sorry, | mean SIR Lars’ style, of course. I'm sorry." 
"He's insane," David whispered. He sounded shocked. 

‘I'd like to agree," James whispered back, tears in his eyes all of a sudden. 


He wished he'd never had heard the name Lars Ulrich. 


David was the first to get his tomography. 


Two security men followed the wheeled stretcher inside the radiation protected CT scanner room to make sure 


that David didn't make problems while he got his CT. 

He got lifted onto the CT scanner's stretcher, and his both male nurses prepared him for the scan. The tube 
for the automatic infusion of the radiopaque medium got attached to his central venous catheter. Then, he 
was supported by a thick cushion, carefully shoved inside his knee cavities to get him comfortable, and a soft 
blanket got spread over his body and pulled up to his shoulders. 

David looked around with his eyes large and wide. He was completely stunned. This was too much for him. 


The door to the scanner room still was open, so James was able to watch the procedure. 


All of a sudden, the third security man stood beside the stretcher, and something cold and hard touched 
James’ right hand. 


The cold steel of a gun! 
James nearly jumped but kept control about his composure the very last moment. 


Without turning his head he instinctively and slightly lifted his hand, and the security man slipped his army 
Colt under it. 


James slowly and cautiously shoved the gun deep inside the sheets of the stretcher. 
None of the both men said a word. They didn't look at each other. 


It wasn't necessary. 


Chapter [9 
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Chapter 19 


Am | evil? 
Yes. 
And | want fun. 


My finger's on the trigger of the gun 
You better watch your back 
And listen up 


Am | evil? 
Yes. 
And | want fun. 


My hearts from ice, my soul is frozen black 
There is no hope for you 


Cause | am mad 


So, am | evil? 
Yes. 
And you are dead. 


The completely new situation stressed out James - extremely - and he was on the edge of his nerves. Light 
shivers ran through his body, and the nape of his neck got sweaty. He had managed to shove the 45 ACP Colt 
pistol of the security man underneath the layers of sheets on his stretcher as good as possible, and now the 
gun's hard steel pressed against his right ass cheek. 


But he was sure that there won't have been a way to hide the illegally slipped pistol very long if he had to 


leave his stretcher for the computed tomography scan of his thorax. He had no chance against the nurses and 


especially the trained eyes of the both other security guys, not to mention the impossibility to hide and keep 
the gun afterwards. IF they hadn't found the weapon in the interim while he helplessly was lying inside the 
computed tomography scanner. 

The security man who had slipped him the gun must be a crazy fucker. James exactly knew that the man's 
life wouldn't have been worth a shit if he'd be caught. His army pistol wasn't inside his thigh holster any 
longer but underneath James’ ass. 


Not good. 


As far as James got it out of the corners of his eyes, the security man has lowered his machine gun to 


cover up the empty pistol holster around his upper thigh. 


The guy already was a dead man, James thought. There was no way to give him back the gun without getting 
noticed. They BOTH already were dead meat. 


Whatever. James didn't mind. 


Everything, including the possibility of getting killed, would have been much better than this ongoing mental and 


physical torture, performed and ordered by a madman named SIR Lars. 


James didn't even think about trying to smuggle the gun back to the security man 


David's computed tomography scan had been finished, and the bassist got lifted back on his wheeled stretcher 
by three male nurses. Then two of the nurses brought him out into the waiting room. James watched the 


manoeuvre. 


David looked relieved and slightly tired, his eyes were nearly closed. He also was very relaxed, as it seemed. His 


cheeks had a nice rosy color. 

"Cool," he murmured, smiling dreamily. His eyelids lightly fluttered. "All these guys are so nice to me. | like that 
. And this infusion of the contrast medium for the scan is pretty .. oh, yeah, it is .. Well, it has a pretty 
STIMULATING effect." 

He giggled. 


James stared at the bassist and swallowed hard. He knew well what David meant. Very well. 


The high speed injection of the special contrast medium for the computed tomography was a necessity to 


enhance the signal of body fluids and tissue with intense blood circulation, so inflamed areas or an acute stroke 
could got detected much easier than without the contrast medium. But during the fast injection the stuff used 
to shoot intense waves of heat through the patient's body -through EVERY part of the patient's body. 

James just remembered the last two tomography scans because he had been unconscious during the first 
scan. But the memory about those two scans were lively enough to already get him half hard by even thinking 
about the intense heat which all of a sudden had flooded his cock, and had brought him to the edge of an 
orgasm within seconds. 

Now, David gave a pleasured sigh then a soft moan. His right hand slowly made its way under his blanket. 


James nearly jumped. 


"David! Stop it!" he hissed at David, his tone low and sharp. "Don't even think about jerking off, or just about 
touching your cock ... This isn't the right time!" 


‘Mmmmhhh, wha .. WHAT?" David sleepily opened up his eyes and gave James a dreamy look. "Not the right 


time? For what?" 
James shook his head in sudden amusement, grinning. 
"You're unbelievable," he whispered. "No wonder, Dave eats out of your hand, you litte slut." 


"Aaawwww, don't you call me a slut." David pouted. "That's not right, because in reality I'm the most notorious 


and shameless slag on Earth." 
James laughed. 


‘Oh, I'm so sorry for having been disrespectful, you shameless slag", he giggled. 


"That's better." David smiled at him. 


Now, James noticed that the CT scanner was ready for the thorax scan. 
His heart rate quickened within seconds, and his mouth got dry. What now? 


Before he had the chance to panic, from out the scanner room Jim called at the nurses and the security men 


inside the waiting room that they should help James to walk over because the stretcher wasn't necessary for 


such a short distance. 
James nearly didn't believe what he had heard. 
He suppressed a shriek as he felt a sudden presence beside his stretcher. 


"Sir?" The security man who had slipped him the army pistol held out his hand. "Let me help you, Sir. Careful 
there, don't fall down, it's a little slippery ... Colin, lend me a hand!" 


James was off the stretcher before he even had a clue what had happened to him. 

Two male nurses quickly had grabbed his arms to stabilize him and to make sure he stayed on his feet. 
Nonetheless, James felt a sudden dizziness, and the colours around him faded to grey as his blood pressure 
fell. It was the first time he had got dragged to his feet -pretty abruptly - after he'd woken up in the 
intensive care bed, and he fought against fainting with all his willpower. 

Successfully. 

"Stay quiet," he also managed to whisper at David, turning his head a little to the side. "PLEASE!" 


"Okay," David whispered back. 


He didn't know what was going on but he had seen the begging inside James’ blue eyes. 


Lying on the scanner‘s table, James put his arms over his head to get them away from his thorax, as he had 
been ordered. Jim connected the infusions tube to the cannula in James’ right lower arm. He stood beside 


James' head and behind the tomography scanner while he did so. 

"You know, it'll get a little warm when we gonna start the infusion," he said in a low tone. 

"Yes," James whispered. He looked up into Jim's face. 

"Good" Jim fixed the tube with stripes of white plaster. "Don't worry about anything else. These both security 
men will stay with you but the other guy is still in the waiting room and will stay with Mr. Ellefson to make 
sure everything's all right with him. By the way, Mr. Ellefson's brain scan looks good ... Everything will go 
smoothly.” 


This was all of information James had needed. The doctor clearly knew about the gun! 


"Thank you, doctor," James whispered, barely audible. 
The doctor softly patted his shoulder. 


"You're welcome." 


After the thorax scan - what had showed a very good result as Jim had whispered at James - Jim came 


over into the waiting room. James already lay on his stretcher, pulling his blanket up to his chest. 
David's face lit up as he noticed Jim's smile. The doctor patted David's leg. 


"lIl get back with you to the intensive care unit," Jim loudly announced. "And | wanna show the tomography 
scan's pictures to you after you've rested a little while .. But the radiologist and | already had a sharp look at 
them, and my colleague says that everything looks okay. There's still some small inflammatory infiltration of 


the middle lobe of Mr. Hetfield's right lung but I'm absolutely positive that the inflammation is better than the 


last time we did a scan" 

James looked at him without moving a muscle in his face. He knew that the doctor was lying. There wasn't 
anything like a remaining inflammatory infiltration in his lung. After all, Jim had told him about the good result 
in this very low whispering tone as he had put the infusion's tube off James’ arm after the scan, and James 


had no doubt about this. 


It was clear enough that Jim wanted to give false information about James' shape to everybody in earshot, 
letting them know that James still was very sick 


It worked on David. He stared at the doctor with his eyes wide open in fear. 


James wanted to comfort him but there wasn't a way to do so. 
"Well, Mr. Hetfield, | better check your lungs with my stethoscope, just in case," Jim said. 
He pulled his stethoscope and his reflex hammer out of the pocket of his white coat. 


While the auscultation of James' lungs he gave lots of "hhhmmm'", "funny" and "what's that?", or "interesting, 


really interesting.” 


James heard David's hard swallows. He urgently hoped that David didn't freak out. Out of the corners of his 


eyes he shot him a warning glance. 


Jim put away his stethoscope and took the reflex hammer. He swirled it around his fingers while loosening up 
James' arms then he hit the reflex tendons of James' arms in a quick series. Without losing time he pulled the 
blanket on James’ legs up to his knees and controlled the reflexes on knees and feet. 


He quickly pulled down the blanket to cover up his patient's legs, again. 


"Fine. I'm done. Let's go." 


The male nurses brought back the both wheeled stretchers with James and David lying on them to the 


intensive care unit. The three armed security men silently followed. 
Jim walked beside James' stretcher and lively chatted away, talking nonstop about the unbelievable technology 
in medicine, especially about high speed computed tomography scans, the newest generation of nuclear 


magnetic spin resonance scanners and his favourite scanning sequences. 


One of the nurses rolled his eyes as Jim tried to get the both musicians familiar with nuclear physics and the 


physics of ultralow temperatures of supra-conducting magnets from Niobium-Titan alloys. 
"Sounds fascinating," James murmured. He didn't understand a word. 


But WHAT he very well understand why his right ass cheek started to hurt because of the hard metal of the 
45 Colt on which he still lay. 


And as they had reached the hall to the automatic door to the intensive care unit, it also got very clear to 
him that the frame of this door held a large metal detector unit. And two other heavily armed security men 
stood in front of the automatically sliding halves of the door. 

That was it. 


No way, to smuggle the gun inside the intensive care unit. The metal dector would have detected the pistol 


under James’ ass in the blink of an eye. 


They were dead. 
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Chapter 20 


Seeing the automatic door to the intensive care unit coming nearer and nearer, James' pulse rate reached a 
level of approximately [10 to 200 beats per minute. In his panic, he breathed as flatly as possible, and cold 
sweat was on his forehead and his neck and back. The Colt pistol now had got a pain in his ass, and the thing 


wasn't just some piece of hard steel under his right ass cheek any longer. 


He wanted to yell hysterically but there was no way to do anything like this, so he gritted his teeth and bit 
down on the tip of his tongue. 


They had reached the automatically sliding doors. In the meantime James lay on his stretcher without giving a 
sound, completely tensed up. Just his legs slightly trembled. His mind was paralyzed. This was an absolutely 


agonizing situation for him, and he emotionally was frozen. 


He knew that he had NO chance to control the dangerous situation by himself. He just had to take everything 


what would have happened. It would have been fate. 


David, who sensed the growing tension of James and heard his fellow musician's shaking breath, bit the 
knuckles of his own right hand because he didn't want to ruin the clearly difficult situation by getting 
hysterical - what would have been an uncontrollably risk. So, he didn't say a word to avoid compromising 


James. He FELT that something very risky was going on. 


James just heard David's nearly audible whimpers. It was awful. He wanted to open his mouth and start to cry. 
Nothing else. 


The security man who had slipped James the gun, stayed back a little, while the both others security guys 
already had passed the metal detector door. Because their colleagues had switched off the detector for them 


to let them pass there wasn't an alarm because of their guns, their additional loaded up ammunition magazines 
and the hand grenades. 


But the metal detector immediately got reactivated the second the both security man had reached the other 
side of the door. 


James slightly laid back his head to the nape of his neck to look at the third security man who walked behind 
his stretcher. The man didn't change his completely emotionless facial expression but he and James briefly 
locked eyes. A pair of blue eyes looked into another pair of the same colour. There seemed to be not the 
slightest hint of nervousness inside the eyes of the security man 


James admired the man's absolute professional control about his composure. But HE was near dying in angst. 


In the background he heard Jim ongoing chattering. Jim had started his lessons about nuclear physics once 
more, and tried to beat some information into James' brain. Rotating neon-coloured circles and other 
geometrical figures of bright colours danced in front of James’ eyes. He felt like getting hypnotized, and it 
came clear to him that the growing sickness inside of him would have a done lots of awful and disgusting 
things to the polished and super clean floor of the intensive care unit if anything like vomiting would have 


happened. 


So, he struggled against his urge to throw up what would have been followed by make everybody angry about 
the unmanly weakness of a badass metal musician 


This doctor's nerves had to be made from steel. Otherwise, he was one of the best actors James ever had 


seen. 

Without much warning first David's got shoved through the door. Nothing happened. No alarm. 

Nothing. 

Then James’ stretcher passed the metal detector, feet first. The alarm hit in. 

James immediately squeezed shut his eyes, waiting for his head being hit by a high speed bullet at mach 2 or 
3. He just would have felt the impact because the sound of the fired up bullet never would have been fast 
enough to reach his ears before he'd blacked out, his brain squirted everywhere over the walls and the floor 


after his skull had been exploded. 


But .. 


~ nothing. 


"Oh, my god, l'm such an idiot! I'm sorry, guys, l'm SO sorry. Totally sorry .. Oh, this is SO embarrassing, l'm 


sorry, this is awful .. lm so much ashamed .." 
Jim, the doctor, quickly lifted the blanket off James’ legs and hurried to remove his neurological reflex 
hammer off the stretcher. He totally seemed to have forgotten about the hammer lying between James’ legs 


after he had done the examination in the waiting room of the computer tomography scan. 


The reflex hammer fell down to the floor several times before Jim managed to grip him and to stuff him into 
the pocket of his white physician's coat. 


‘lam sorry, what a shame, it's always me who causes problems. l'm totally sorry ... What could | say .." 
"You've said enough, doctor," one of the security men in front of James’ stretcher hissed. "Stop it! You 


shouldn't talk so much nonsense about nuclear physics, and you'd also better THINK before you talk No one is 
interested in nuclear physics .." 


"But." 
"Shut up! Now, take your fucking reflex hammer, but SHUT UP!" 
"But, I'm so sorry, really, | just want to know you about how much l'm sorry, really, and .." 


"SHUT THE FUCK UP, DOCTOR!" 


In the meantime James nearly had died in angst. The doctor did a fantastic job as an actor, giving the confused 
and disorientated scientist, and James never before had seen and heard somebody who would have managed 
such a highly dangerous job in such a brilliant way - but he was completely exhausted now, and he just 
wanted to cuddle up to Jason, and been held by Jason This was everything he urgently wished for himself. 

He just wanted to be held by Jason 

JASON. 


J-A-S-O-N. 


Usually, James wished the best for everyone. He wasn't evil by nature. But space and time now had frozen him 
into their hell of deadly fluid crystalline endlessness. All the pictures around him, and inside his tunnel of fear, 
had stopped to move, the time line seemed to fade to black. 

There was no sound, too. James just felt how an equivalent of something like an icy wind around his body, 
trying to break him into sharp edged pieces of dead ice, and mercilessly ripping and gnawing at him. His breath 
was taken by the icy wind of infinity. 


He looked down at himself, lying on the stretcher, while his disembodied soul was floating over his motionless 


body. 

He hadn't known about the existence of such an endlessly deep abyss of desperation and agony, caused by 
exhaustion, which was able to show up to him in such an intense all of a sudden, taking away the thin layer of 
civilization as control function about his most essentially and primitive caveman's needs, and presenting him an 


out-of-body experience. 


He knew that he now would have killed Lars with bare hands, and without the slightest sign of guilt or respect 


for another one's life. 
He always had thought that he had seen and felt every possible hell on Earth, but he had been wrong. 
There always was another level of hell more. 


He just hadn't known, 


"and as I've said, I'm so sorry, guys, and it won't happen any more ... You can count on me, and .." 
BANG. 
James was back inside his body, and a brief spasm went through him. He gasped. 


His stretcher roughly got pushed into the direction of the intensive care room he shared with David, Dave and 


Jason. The male nurses and the security men seemed to get annoyed by Jim's excuses more and more. 
James' hand moved of its own, and he touched Jim's arm. 


"Doctor, please, it's okay," he hoarsely whispered. "Don't worry, please ... Thank you so much for caring about 


His blue eyes locked with the doctor's intensely green eyes, and he noticed that there was fear in Jim's eyes, 


too. 
But Jim kept control about his composure and managed to smile at James. 


"lIl always be here to care about you," he quietly said. 


The security personnel left the intensive care room and stood outside, facing the hall, while two of the male 


nurses helped David to leave the stretcher and to move over to his intensive care bed. 
In the meantime, Jim had grabbed Jason's arm to signalize him that he needed him. 


"Mr. Newsted, please lend me a hand by helping your boyfriend to get back inside his bed .. Careful, please! 
He's a little exhausted" 


He bent down and slipped his left hand under James’ lower back, securing the gun and the sheets on which 
James' laid. Jason immediately had got it that something of potentially dangerousness was going on, so he 
jumped around the stretcher and produced a lot of noise by trying to stand in the way as useless as possible. 


"l'm gonna get a hell of a migraine," one of the nurses at David's bed murmured then groaned. He and his 
colleague stood with their backs to Jim, Jason and James. "An' | hope there's plenty of this bloody damned 
scotch left, ‘cause | URGENTLY need something to numb my pain .. The stuff tastes like elephant's piss but | 
don't mind. | would throw every kinda piss of every fucking wild animal down my throat if there's enough 


alcohol inside." 


"There are two more bottles of the awful shit in our break room, Mat," his colleague gave back. His voice 
slightly trembled. "This means one bottle of elephants piss for you, and another bottle for me. | need the fuck, 
too .. Uuuhh, Mr. Ellefson, not THIS way. Firstly, move your nice little ass to get over to the bed, and THEN - 
secondly - do the same with the rest of your body, okay?" 


"Hey, you both unbelievably fuckers, wait a moment .. WAAAHHIIT A MOMENT!" Dave called out. He threw 
back his long mane of flaming red hair. "Don't talk to my boyfriend in such an impertinent tone. | don't like that! 
He HASN'T a ‘nice little ass‘, not for YOU, assholes, and | don't like my boyfriend talked to in such a way, as if 
would be a slut. HE IS NO SLUT! NO FUCKING WAY. To be precise: | HATE this tone! And you better keep this in 


mind if you don't want me to go all mad .. ‘Nice little ass‘, my ass! Unbelievable.’ 


Dave also had sensed the necessity of a diversionary manoeuvre. Both male nurses stared at the redhead in 


shock. David gave an innocent smile and patted Dave's hand to calm him down. 
"Don't letem get on your nerves, baby," he whispered. "I easily can handle greedy guys like these ..” 


"But, Mr. Ellefson .. Excuse me, Sir .. Mr. Ellefson, Sir ..{" one of the nurses started to protest. "But it isn't 


true, and we never ..." 

‘I'm absolutely NOT interested in anything you might think about not being true," Dave barked, staring daggers 
at the man. "This is MY boyfriend, and my boyfriend NEVER lies. NEVER! And also my boyfriend's nice little 
ass belongs to me, just to me. If any other paranoid fucker thinks about having permission to bring his fucking 


cock near my sweet little boyfriend's ass, he's so fucking wrong, and he'd regret his impertinence ... Is that 


clear?" 

"But, Sir..." 

"IS THAT CLEAR" 

"Oh ... oh, yeah .. yes, sir,” the male nurse croaked. "Totally .. I'm sorry. It's totally clear, Sir." 


Jim and Jason shared an amused glance. James lay inside his intensive care bed, now, and the gun had got 


shoved under his ass by Jim. Nobody had watched the quickly performed change of conditions. 


"Well, gentlemen, | guess we're done now," Jim lightly announced. "I need a drink, too." 


After he and the nurses had left the room, Jason sat down on James’ bed. James grabbed at him and pulled 


him down, so he had access to Jason's lips. 

He greedily kissed him, moaning and whimpering in pleasure. 

Jason moaned, too. He had missed James so much. His fingers ran through James’ long blond mane. 

‘Oh, my darling.. baby," he whispered while James’ lips wandered to his ear. "Baby, | love you so much ... 


"| love you, too, Jase," James whispered into Jason's ear. "And | have a gun" 
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Chapter 21 


Jason softly ran his hand along James' left thigh, up to James' hip where he lightly rested it without moving 


his fingers any more for quite a while. 


His fingers emanated intensive warmth through the thin fabric of James' white hospital nightshirt, and this so 


felt good on James’ skin. James sighed in pleasure while Jason snuggled up to him. 


James already was half asleep, laying on his right side, cuddled up to Jason who lay behind him. The bassist's 
hot breath caressed the sensible skin of James’ neck, and got shiver after shiver running up and down the 


exhausted blonde's body. 
James gave purring moans and whimpers of pleasure and comfort, but no coherent sound. It wasn't necessary. 


Jason smiled then slowly and carefully ran the tip of his tongue and his lips over James' crook and nape of the 
neck, and he licked off the remains of body-fluid salt which had been in all those streams of sweat James had 
lost during the dangerous situations he had gone through. The sweat on James’ skin had got dry in the interim, 


but the slightly salty taste still was there. 


Jason liked this taste. He ALWAYS liked to lick every millimetre of James's body and skin, to get a taste of 
salty sweat and cum, of the sweet but metallic taste of James’ blood after Jason had bitten him during a 
furiously performed act in swapping body fluids. And just the thought about how responsive his lover used to 
be by getting sucked and licked at, and how different and stimulating every part of his partners body smelled 


and tasted, made Jason hard within seconds. He never got enough, and he always wanted more. 


Luckily, Jason's desires fit well with James’ longings and fantasies. 


Now, Jason caressingly slid his hand over James' groin to his crotch. He stroked James' half hard cock with 


lazy massaging fingers. 


James sighed and opened up his lips. His eyelids fluttered shut. He turned his head a little more to the left, so 
Jason got better access to his lips. And there was no need for Jason to ask for permission - he just slid his 
lips on James’, and half a second later his tongue slipped inside James' mouth. They both quietly moaned, 
getting a little breathless. James lifted his hand and ran his fingers through Jason's chestnut coloured long 
hair. It felt so good, and it smelled as if the soft breeze of a sunny spring morning lovingly had played with it 


for hours. 
‘Mmmmbhhh," he quietly moaned, holding thick strands of Jason's hair tightly to his face. "Love you .. 

‘Love you, too, babe," Jason whispered, his lips on James’. Then he deepened the kiss, again 

Being occupied by the kiss, James at first didn't fully get it that Jason's hand had left his cock to slide deeper. 
Then, Jason's fingers touched the barrel of the 45 ACP Colt. The gun lay in the crook between James’ upper 


thigh and his lower belly, and was covered up by James’ hospital nightshirt. 


Jason ran his fingertips several times along the barrel of the gun then along James’ now fully erect cock. 


James smiled into the kiss, and Jason smiled, too. 

"How many?" he whispered with his lips still on James’. 

James exactly knew what Jason had meant. 

"Fifteen," he whispered back. 

Fifteen - the number of bullets inside the pistol's magazine. James immediately had checked this out after the 
four musicians had got left alone to rest. He also had secured the gun because he didn't want to lower the 


numbers of ammunition by accidentally firing a bullet through his cock - or his balls. 


They would have needed every single bullet in case of a gun fight. No need to get wasted one of them just for 


fun because he wanted to castrate himself! 


Since they had started their relationship, James had taught Jason everything about the fine arts of sports 
shooting and hunting. Poor Jason had to learn details about antiques or modern guns and weapons - included 


bows and arrows - he never would had suspected to even exist before he and James got lovers. 


As it turned out, Jason was very talented in shooting with James’ antique English long bows, and he also was 


pretty fearless when it came to fire up guns of large calibres. Not even the hottest and most blazing muzzle 


fire provoked him to squeeze shut his eyes. 
He was a natural, 


And he liked to bend James over to fuck him hard and merciless after they had heated up their gun's barrels 


on James' private rifle range. 


Now, James craved to get jerked off by his sexy lover while the loaded Colts barrel lay beside his erection, 
the steel pressing hard against his cock. He knew about Jason's desire to do it, and to pleasure James and 
himself right now and then. Jason's cock was as hard as James’, and Jason rubbed it between his lover's ass 


cheeks by thrusting upwards slowly and softly. 

But it wasn't the right time. And the wrong place. They had to quit it. 

So, Jason sighed and quickly pulled his hand off James' privates. At the same time he stopped to move his hips. 
He placed his hand on James' chest and went on to stroke the now overly sensitive skin there. He and James 
slowly cooled down and relaxed then got sleepy. 


Not for long. 


All of a sudden, an extra loud voice made them jump and shriek. Their pulse rates reached 180 beats per 


minute in the blink of an eye. 


David and Dave in the other intensive care bed shrieked, too, and David started to whimper in fear. 


"and | DON'T want to hear your ABSOLUTELY lame excuses and lies just one second longer. l'm totally fed up 
with this nonsense. I'm no idiot .. If you think you can hold me back with shit like this any longer then you're 
WRONG! You'll have to pay for your unbelievable impertinence!" 


Lars! 


NONONONOOO! 


"To whom do you think you're talking to? Some dumb snail, or what. Hah, you're fucking wrong, but you are too 
stupid to have a clue about your stupidity, so let me enlighten you by giving you some precise information 
about MY intellectual brilliance .. MY brain is bright enough to fire up all those tiny lights in our home galaxy 
to activity - well, ALL the lights all over the whole universe. To your information: l'm NO dumb snail. Never 
have been, fucker. I'm a killer shark, and you better keep this in mind, asshole .." 


Some hastily thrown in murmured excuses of the security men and the medical personnel beside and behind 


him didn't stop Lars' lament for more than two seconds. 


"Shut up! That's enough now. | refuse to believe nonsense like this. You - AND the losers from our department 
of computer technique - are as useless as jellyfish, fucking ordinary jellyfish, and | really can't remember why 
| use to pay up so fucking much cash to feed your asses. You aren't worth a shit. You said that you THINK 
that the prisoners are well? You just THINK? What kind of shit is this? The fuckers might be stone cold dead 
meat in the meantime, and nobody would have got it because the computer servers are dead meat since days, 
too, as it seems, and you idiots are totally occupied by trying to get them running - without ANY acceptable 
positive result, by the way .. Oh FUCK, not you too ... KIRK, stop wailing! You know how | hate that! AND that 
fucking cheap eyeliner of yours once again is ruined by all this fucking unnecessary WATER inside your eyes. 
WHEN will you learn to take the waterproof eyeliner I'm constantly buying up for you? What are you doing 
with all the stuff? Eating it? Forget it .. Aawwww! You are as useless as all these other idiots .. Well, you have 
a certain good looks, that's right, and you're not too bad in bed .. Maybe, you use to play a nice lead guitar, 
too, but that's all you can come up with ... Aaarrrgghhh! What have | done to deserve this? WHAT?" 


Lars’ shrill voice abruptly reached a level over one hundred decibel as the glass door to the intensive care 


room slid open, and James got a sudden tinnitus. 


David squealed in pain and covered his ears with his hands. Dave already was outside the bed. He just wore a 
pair of white-and-blue striped boxer shorts, and his red mane was ruffled up, what got him a slightly 
ridiculous look. But he didn't care a shit. 


"Are you fucking CRAZY, asshole?" he hissed at Lars and threw back his flaming long hair. "My baby is in pain 
because of YOU, and he has to suffer from an awful chronically headache because of YOU - not to mention 
the posttraumatic panic attacks - but YOU still dare to hurt him by yelling around like an imbecile dinosaur 
whose cock got caught inside a bear's trap! Aaawww, FUCK, what am | talking about? Your tiny Danish cock 
won't be in need of a bear trap, a small mouse trap is more than enough .." 


"MUSTAINE! SHUT. THE. FUCK. UPI! lIl get you pay for your impertinence. NOW!" 


"Fuck you, LARS!" 
‘Hts SIR LARS for you, asshole!" 

Lars' face glowed in an unhealthy deep red, and his green eyes were blood shot and looked like demons eyes. 
The lights in the intensive care room had got activated the same moment as Lars had stormed the room, 


followed by his entourage. He had dragged the poor, crying Kirk with him, and now he pushed the lead guitarist 
forward to get rid of him. 


The next second James was out of his bed, not caring about his physical weakness and the dizzy feeling inside 
his head. He grabbed at Kirk - who was near falling down to the floor - and blindly released the safety catch 
of his pistol at the same time. Kirk cried out in fear as he got whirled around to face Lars to be used as a 
protection shield. his fingers instinctively cramped around James’ lower arm. 

His cry broke as James tensed up the muscles of his left arm around Kirk's neck, holding him to his chest in a 
merciless grip. The muzzle of the pistol in James’ right hand was pressed against Kirk's ear, and the gun was 


ready to fire. 


James heard Kirk's shaking breath and some small whimpers, and he felt the light touch of Jason's hand in his 
back. 


His eyes were narrowed as he stared icy blue daggers at Lars 
Lars green eyes stared back He didn't blink. He stood like a statue. 

"Do it!" he hissed then spit at the floor. "KILL!" 

The tall and muscular security man beside him already had lifted his own pistol 
"My pleasure, boss," he coldly said. 


Then he fired up his gun. 
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Chapter 22 


Inside such a madman's brain 
Are mazes of insanity 

And paranoid ideas 

Inside such a madman's brain 


Are mazes of infinity 


Spinning around endlessly 


BANG! 
Thud. 


Lars lay on the floor of the intensive care room all of a sudden - completely blacked out. He was deadly pale, 
except the part of his face with the remains of gunpowder on it. The heavy boom of the fired up bullet from 
calibre 45 ACP had deafened nearly everybody inside the room, including two of the security men who hadn't 


manage to put in their hearing protection right in time. 
But just one man had lost consciousness, and this man was Lars. 


In Lars' case the gun had got fired right beside and behind his left ear, so the hard shockwave of the muzzle 
fire had hit him, threw his head to the side and got him unconscious the same second, in addition to the 
supersonic sound trauma. On the left side of his head his hair partially was burned off by the muzzle fire. 


‘Oops! I'm sorry!" The security man who had pulled the trigger of his pretty new looking gun coldly murmured, 
not to someone in special. He lifted one eyebrow and looked down at Lars, his blue eyes icily. "He has no hearing 
protection. I'm really sorry. | should have considered that .. But I'm stupid and totally useless, anyway, as we all 
repeatedly have been told” 


James open-mouthed stared at the man. It was the same guy who secretly had slipped James his older army 


pistol several hours before to support him with an illegal gun. 


Now, James finger still was on the trigger of this illegal gun, and he continued to press the gun's muzzle to 
Kirk's ear in hard contact. He also still held Kirk up to his chest, and now had to tighten his grip to steady the 
lead guitarist. Kirk violently trembled in shock, panting and whimpering in frenzy. 


"Sshhh," he whispered into Kirk's ear, hoping that Kirk heard him. He was in fear that Kirk would have freaked 


out every second now. "Don't panic. Everything's alright .. Please, don't panic." 


On the other intensive care bed Dave lay on top of David to cover him up. As quick as a lightning flash he had 
thrown himself over David as he had noticed the ready-to-fire army pistol in the security man's hand. 


No way, that he would have allowed that his beloved David got hit by a bullet. 


Now, he breathed hard, too. his fingers still held David's shoulders in a piercing grip. David didn't give a sound. 
He felt paralyzed. But he felt no pain 


The bullet in question had hit the monitor of the electrocardiography computer beside James’ bed in full force. 
The thing had got smashed into a thousand small pieces, a lot of them now hanging and sticking all over the 


empty bed, Jason's long hair, and the wall behind them. 


Because the main computer had got smashed, too, and every other computerized instrument or controlling 


monitor also had crashed as the safety fuses had got blown off. 


Jim, who had stayed in the background until this time, now pushed away two security men and knelt down 


beside Lars who still was unconscious. Some droplets of blood were to be seen on Lars' left outer ear, now. 


"The skin is slightly burned, and his ear is bleeding," Jim mentioned in a very neutral tone. "His eardrum must 
be ruptured ... Well, | have to care about this." 


Kirk shrieked. His fingers cramped around James' arm, and he struggled to get free. But James effortlessly 
held him. 


"Jim! NO!" Kirk cried at the doctor. "Don't care about the asshole. He has wanted my friends got killed Put him 
in one of his perverted prison cells because | wanna take care of him .. | will take care of him! You have to 


run off with the others ..." 


"Kirk, stop it! You know that | have to stay. Be a good boy and try to escort your friends through the fucking 


maze ... | don't know the way, because Lars never showed me, and therefore l'm useless." 
"But | don't accept .." 


"That's not of interest," Jim shot back, glancing at Kirk with his intensely green eyes. "You HAVE to accept. Gol 
NOW!" 


"Please, Jimmy .. He'll kill you .." Kirk desperately begged. "He WILL kill you. PLEASE! You know, he'll kill you .." 


"He may try again, baby, | don't mind any longer. l'm used to it, and l'm fed up with the shit he has done to me 
since | got born and what he has done to my ... to our .." Jim abruptly paused to get back in control about his 
composure. He breathed hard then shot Kirk a sharp glance. "And | won't tolerate him hurting YOU like this any 
longer, | can't stand it just half a minute longer .. But | am STILL his brother, and it's MY duty to care about 


him and his sick brain." 


"Come on, hurry up! We don't have much time." 


A nurse threw a pretty heavy looking rucksack into David's lap, and David gave a shrill squeak. He had been 
forced into a wheeled chair, his feet roughly positioned onto the foot rests. 


The large rucksack was stuffed with clothes, water bottles, medicine, and medic articles. A second rucksack got 
handed over to Jason, followed by the army pistol of another security man. Jason took the gun without 
protest or comments, and made sure that the pistol was secured before he stuffed her under the backside 


waistband of his quickly thrown on jeans. 


James held his gun in his right hand, and with his left hand he had grabbed Kirk's arm. Kirk tried to run off 
but he had no chance. 


"You already had prepared this," James calmly said, looking at the nurses and the two security man. 


‘Of course," the blue-eyed security man answered. He looked as calm as James. "We knew what would happen. 
I's always the same. It will happen again if we won't stop it right now, and I've enough of the shit. In the 
meantime the madman - THE VOICE, or whatever - uses to freak out just by switching on his television 
because he thinks that those people inside are on the way to slaughter up his ass, or worse, to bite off his 


cock." 


"But | should have done this," Kirk whined. "| should have led him bleed to death." 


"That's nonsense, Kirk, and you know that," the security man said. He lifted his hand and briefly ran his fingers 
over Kirk's wet cheek. "Don't cry. I'll make sure that the fucker won't do any harm to your boyfriend. 


Hot tears ran down Kirk's cheek. 

"You ... you promise?” he sobbed. 

"| promise." The blue eyes stayed calm. "Hurry up now. You have to help your friends to master the maze." 
"Yes, but .. Can't we try to flee from the castle?" 

"| don't see a realistic chance against the murderous army in and around the castle, Kirk We are now locked 
inside the hospital area, too, and will try to force our way out as soon as my personal troop will be here as 


planned." 


| hope you'll succeed without losing one of your men," James quietly said, looking at the man. "Thank you for 
everything you've done for us." 


The entrance to the Amazing Maze was a very simple one. It was just a white door inside a white wall at the 
end of a corridor what branched away from the right side of the hall in front of the automatic doors to the 


intensive care unit. 


The door was locked by a wrought iron key. The security man opened it up then pulled the key out of the lock 
and held it up at Jason. 


| can't help you to go on any longer if you're inside .. But as far as | know you have to take this key, and to 
find the next lock." 


Jason nodded as he took the key then he entered the room behind the door. Dave quickly followed, pushing 


David's wheel chair forward. 


James breathed in deeply then shoved Kirk inside. Turning around he quickly hugged the security man who 
hugged him, too. 


"Good luck," he whispered. 


"See you," the guy whispered back. 


The door had fell shut behind James, and he stood there, frozen The five of them - he, Jason, Kirk, David and 


Dave - were inside a small white room. 
Just walls. 
No door any longer. It had vanished. 


James whirled around and patted the wall behind him up and down, to find a small slit, or a sign of the door's 


lock 

He found nothing, so he slowly turned around in shock to face his friends 
"Shit! What now?" 

Jason still held up the key, his blue eyes calm 


"Now let's find this other lock," he answered. 
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Chapter 23 


James gave a groan. He had enough, now. 


„How should we find a fucking lock inside something what doesn't exist, or even a keyhole in a totally-non- 


existing door? Where is the door we came in? Its gone. Has it been a hallucination? Yeah, it HAD to be a 


hallucination .. We all had a bad dream. That's all. FUCK! | hate the shit." 


"No, no, James. Don't panic" David lazily waved a hand. He looked as if he was relaxing by laying around on some 


beach without a sign of trouble in sight. "It's the usual thing. Absolutely. It's pretty easy ..” 
"WHAT? You must be crazy, fucker! Pretty easy, my ass!" 


"Yeah, it IS pretty easy, my dear James. In fact, it's TOTALLY easy. It's a mechanism, you have to know. Really. 
The moment the outer door clicks shut another panel inside the wall gets activated. It's like a sliding wall, and it 
closes up a very small gap between the room and the outer wall with the door .. You just hadn't enough time 
to notice the gap .. Unfortunately, you usually can't open the outside door up from the inside, also it isn##t 
possible to open up the outside door after it has gone closed ." 


"Great, absolutely great,” Dave immediately murmured in a doomsday mood tone and hung his head. "Totally 


easy. As you've said." 

‘Oh? Baby, you really sound so hopeless. But there's no need for feeling hopeless,’ David said and looked at 
Dave with his eyes wide open in innocent surprise. "But you REALLY don't have to fear anything, baby. We just 
have to care about some deadly traps." 


"Yeah, sureJust some deadly traps. As usual.” 


Dave sniffed. He was beaten but had no say in the matter, anyway. 


David ordered his comrades to get off the hospital clothing. His rucksack was stuffed by normal clothes - 
jeans, white shirts, boxers, socks and lightweight sneakers. The sizes were perfect, everything fit. 


They threw the hospital shirts and underwear to the side and redressed with the other clothes. While his 
friends still were busy, David looked through the rest of items inside his rucksack. He found what he was 
looking for. 


"Okay, guys," he said while he carefully poured some silvery shimmering powdery substance onto his left palm. 


"Now, stay back. Don't disturb me." 

The others didn't protest and formed a small group behind David's wheelchair. He briefly looked at them then 
turned back. With his lips at his palm he blew at the silvery powder, performing a constant flow of air. A cloud 
of silvery dust lifted off his hand and slowly whirled through the small room. 

Dave gasped and tried to speak but a sharp slap to his arm stopped him dead. He glanced to the side and his 
hazel eyes met James’ blue. James lightly shook his head. Fortunately, Dave understood and shut his mouth, 


biting his lower lip. 


The glittering dust slowly settled and got onto the walls and the floor. At first, it looked as if the dust was 


everywhere, like a thin layer. 
But after some minutes it came clear that the powder had piled around and INSIDE a small area 


This area lay on the floor in front of them, and it slowly revealed a small structure - a keyhole. 


Dave, James, Kirk and Jason stared at the thing in shock and fascination. 

"Wow!" Dave whispered. "You are a genius, David. WOW!" 

David lazily and gracefully waved his hand and gave a satisfied smile. 

"That has been pretty easy," he said in a low tone, not without a slight hint of pride. “It's always the same 


with these amateurs. The always forget that a lock - or keyhole - which has to react on metal-on-metal 


contact has a magnetic signature, so it easily could get detected by pulverized and magnetic steel ... 


"Ah? Sounds logical," James murmured. 
"It IS logical," David gave back. "Did you say that your friend SIR Lars would be bright? Well, | don't think so." 
Jason gave a pretty desperate groan. He was fed up with the shit he had seen so far. 


"Unfortunately, he didn't need much brightness to be a murderous villain, so let's get out as fast as possible, 
guys." 


He quickly knelt down and cautiously put the wrought iron key inside the keyhole. There was a click to be 


heard, and then a door inside the floor fell down. Soundlessly. 

A stairway downstairs came in sight. The stairs were pretty narrow but there would had been enough room 
for David's wheelchair. 

Jason sat and wanted to stick his legs down to try if the stairs were stable enough to hold them. 

"Wait!" David hissed. 


Jason immediately froze and held his feet some centimetres above the opening in the floor. He slowly turned 


his head to look at David. 


David breathed in and out, concentrating. He had his hands in front of his face, his fingertips touching while he 


leaned his forehead against them. His eyes were closed. 

"Yes?" Jason quietly asked. 

David lifted his head and looked at Jason 

"Infrared sensors or some laser sensors,’ he whispered. "Very often ... Well, usually, there are multiple crossing 
red light laser beams to detect a passing-by object - or a person. If they beams would get broken, the trap 


immediately gets shut down." 


‘| see." Jason gave a light nod, followed by a nearly audible sigh. Then he frowned. "What now?" 


David searched around inside his rucksack, again. After a while he pulled a pack of cigarettes out and handed it 


over to Jason. 


"Cigarettes? You want me to smoke a cigarette? Now?" 


Jason stared at David, not sure if he had got it. The look of his blue eyes made it clear to the others that he 
thought about David being a madman. 


David just smiled. He seemed to be very relaxed. 

"Yes." He said and handed a lighter over to Jason, too. "Fire up a cigarette and then blow the smoke of the 
cigarette inside this opening. If there are laser beams, they will reveal themselves because the have to ... You'll 
see the fine lines of the red laser light when the smoke will descend .." 

"But, David .." James started then paused. 

"You have a question, James?" David softly asked. 


James cleared his throat. His cheeks started to blush. He felt like an idiot. 


"Yeah ... 'm sorry, but .. but if there are laser beams, and if Jason blows down the smoke .. Won't the sensors 
give an alarm when the smoke touches them?" 


David waved his hand, smiling. 

"Oh no, of course, there won't be an alarm. No, don't worry. It's pretty simple, you know." 

"Really?" James sounded desperate. 

"Really. Don't worry. The smoke doesn't have enough gravity inducing particles, James. There won't be an alarm. 
The nanometre-particles are too small to cause an effect like this ... Really.” 

If you are lying to me I'l kill you," James murmured. 

Dave immediately jerked and shrieked. 

"Don't even THINK to touch my baby, asshole. If you'll try that you'll be dead meat." 


James dramatically rolled his eyes. 


"Yes, yes, yes, | know." He sighed. "Did somebody already tell you that you are an unbearable mommy tiger, 
asshole?" 


"There is no need to tell me shit like this," Dave sneered at James. "lm just protecting my baby. You should do 
the same with YOUR baby, asshole, because he's too dumb to stay on his own feet ." 


"If you won't stop to offend my baby - or me - you'll regret this impertinence, fucker. Badly. | just wanna 


warn you re 


"Stop this shit!" Jason hissed. "You are such childish idiots. Nobody will kill, not himself, and no other one. 
COMPRENDE? Shut up!" 


Dave gave a squeak, and James hopped back a little, anxiously glaring at Jason who stared daggers at both of 
them. 


"Ye . yeah, absolutely," he croaked. "Im sorry. It won't happen any more, baby. Please, believe me" 
Jason eyed him up and down then Dave who hung his head. 

He was the master. 

"Well, you'll be forgiven But this is the last time. 


He snorted and his blue eyes sparkled in amusement. David gave him a ‘thumbs-up'-sign 


As David had told him, Jason lit a cigarette and carefully blew the exhaled smoke down the stairs in front of 
him. He had his feet planted on both sides of the opening inside the floor. 


The smoke slowly descended. Everybody held hi breath. Nothing happened. There was no alarm. No ‘beep-beep- 


beep’. Nothing at all. No sound, no movement. 

Jason glanced down without moving a muscle inside his face. 
"Nothing," he announced after some minutes. "No red laser beams." 
"Are you sure? Do it again" David whispered. 


Jason gave a nod and put the cigarette between his lips once more, inhaling deeply. Then he exhaled in a 


constant flow, blowing down the cigarette's smoke once more. 
Nothing. 


No alarm. 


They waited. 

Everybody's muscles were tensed up to their limits. Kirk bit the knuckles of his right hand while he had 
cramped the fingers of his other hand around James’ biceps. He looked as pale as a ghost. But he didn't give a 
sound. 

Jason stared at the stairs between his feet. 

"Guys," he whispered. "I don't see any red laser beams .. There is none. I'm absolutely sure about this.’ 


David breathed in and out deeply. 


"Okay, Jason," he whispered. "That's clear enough. Let's go on. The stairs aren't spiced up." 
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Chapter 24 


„Careful, be CAREFUL, David. | don't want you to fall down this fucking stairway, it's so steep and narrow .. 
Baby, be carefull NOT SO FAST! You'll fall down!" 


Dave stood at the bottom end of the pretty steep stairways and held up his arms to grab at David who sat 
on his ass, sliding down the stairway's steps one after the other. Because David didn't want to lose time, he 
performed this manoeuvre not very slowly. Dave nearly panicked. 


"Cluck, cluck, cluck," James said, an evil grin in his face. "Cluckcluck, baby, cluckcluckcluck” 


Dave didn't move a muscle in his face. He still looked at his baby who transferred his pretty ass downwards 
from step to step. 


I'd rather run into a laser beam and let me kill by a deadly trap than run up into the fist of a certain Dave 


Mustaine, if you know what | mean, Hetfield," he casually mentioned. 

James hopped back a little, bumping into Jason who quickly gripped his arms. 

"Huh! Did you hear that, Jase? The fucker threatened to hit me!" 

Jason planted a kiss into the crook of James’ neck, chuckling against the skin of his boyfriend. 


‘lm sure you would do the same if said fucker would say ‘cluckcluckcluck' to you, just because you wanna care 


about me, sweetheart," he answered. 
James sighed deeply and smiled happily. 


"Absolutely," he whispered. "And | would threaten him with castrating him with my bare hands in the blink of 
an eye, and then | would stuff his balls down his throat." 


"Hetfield, you are a perverted asshole," Dave hissed while he carefully grabbed at David's arms to help his 
baby up to his feet. 


| won't deny that," James said, rubbing his cheek against Jason's head, still smiling blissfully. 


They heard a sniff. It came from Kirk who still stood at the upper end of the stairway, holding David's 


wheelchair. Tears ran down his cheeks. 

‘Oh, I'm so sorry, Kirk," James immediately said. 

Kirk's sad face got him feel deep pity. His heart hurt. 

"Its okay," Kirk murmured and tried to wipe away his tears without much luck. 


David was on his feet now, held by Dave. The guitarist protectively had wrapped his arms around him and held 


him closely, kissing every centimetre of David's still very pale face. 


Jason caught the wheelchair what got reached down by Kirk. Then, Kirk entered the stairways, too, and came 
down. Again, he tried to wipe away his constantly flowing tears. 


Jason put down the wheelchair - assisted by James - then he laid his arm around Kirk's shoulders. 
"The doctor - Jim - is your boyfriend, right?" he asked, stroking Kirk's dark locks. 

Kirk nodded and wrapped his arms around Jason's waist, sobbing against Jason's shoulder. 

‘I'm sorry," he whimpered. "I ... | shouldn't cry like a baby ... l'm so sorry .." 


"Kirk, you don't need to be sorry," Jason whispered at him. Tears were in his eyes, as he helplessly looked at 


James. 


James looked very uncomfortable, too. This was so cruel and awful. Kirk suffered. They all hadn't known about 
this. But now they couldn't have overlooked it any longer. 


"Why didn't you tell us about him, Kirk," Jason softly asked. "Maybe we could have helped you." 
Kirk shook his head, his face still hidden on Jason's shoulder. 


‘Lars would have killed Jim the very same moment he'd heard about me talking about Jim," he desperately 
whispered. "I do love Jim so much. He always was there for me, and still is, but I'm there for him, too .. And | 


didn't want to make him angry about you." 

There was a brief silence. Then Dave cleared his throat. 

"Jim said that he's Lars' brother? Is this right?" 

Kirk nodded. His fingers were cramped into the fabric of Jason's shirt. 

"Yes, that's right." He gave a whimpering sound. "He's two years and a half younger than Lars." 
James looked from Dave to Jason then at the weeping Kirk. His blue eyes showed his shock 


"But, Kirk .. Lars never told about having a brother," he said in a low and quiet tone. His pulse raced. "Are you 


sure? | mean ..." 
"| AM sure." 


Kirk lifted his head and glanced at James. His eyes were red from weeping. His not-waterproof eyeliner had got 
thick black lines down his cheeks. James felt his heart cramp in pity. 


"After Lars had been born, his parents noticed that he was a cruel and completely egoistic child He tortured 
little animals and killed them - just for fun. They asked him why he had done it, and he told them, the animals 
would have been useless, just standing in his way, because HE would be daddy's and mummy's baby, not a cat 
or a dog, not even a guinea pig or a bumy .. So they decided to have no more children because they knew that 


their son would develop a massive personality disorder, and that they had to care about him day and night” 
Kirk had to pause, breathing in and out shakily. 


"But the both idiots didn't care enough about contraceptive ..You know Torben He thinks he'd be the middle of 
the world, too, and normal human functions won't have any validity in his case. So, what happened? Lone got 


pregnant. And it wasn't just one baby, there were twins .. TWINS! Can you imagine the catastrophe?" 


‘Oh, my God, yes," Jason murmured. "I even don't like the sound of your words, Kirk Oh, my God! That must 


have been a real horrible scenario." 


"Completely," Kirk sniffed, wiping his face once more, spreading black eyeliner all over his cheeks. "As Torben 
and Lone finally decided to have the babies, and as they told Lars that he would get a big, big brother of two 
little tiny babies, he announced that he would be SO PROUD, the proudest of all boys, and that he ALWAYS had 
wished to have a brother AND a sister because that would be totally cool, and that he'd be the proudest big 


brother all over the world" 
"Oh fuck! | don't believe it," James murmured. 


"Well, Torben and Lone believed it. They had been naive about their asses," Kirk answered. He gave a desperate 
moan and rubbed his face. Fresh tears ran down his cheeks. "They thought that everything would be okay, 
especially when Lars stopped to kill little animals and to torture the kids from the neighbourhood ... These 
stupid idiots! Lars has been two years old! How could you even consider words like this from a two year old 
with a coming up personality disorder? They are as fucked up as their son AND the paediatric psychiatrist 
who had to care about Lars warned them numerous times, and that they better should do an artificial 
abortion .. But they believed their two year old, motor-mouthing monster. Anyway, it would have been too late 
for a legal abortion because they discovered the pregnancy too late - it already has been the twenty-ninth 
week of pregnancy. Could you imagine this? The twenty-ninth week! TWINS! | absolutely can't believe that a 
couple - especially the pregnant part - would be able to miss a twin-pregnancy .. Lone showed me photos 
from this time, and a blind guy wouldn't miss the pregnancy. She looked SO pregnant! But SHE didn't get it. 
People asked her if she'd be pregnant, and she and Torben always denied it” 


"But that's not a rare phenomenon," Jason said. He patted Kirk's back. "lve read that it is in fact a pretty usual 
thing when the pregnant women is totally stressed out and in trouble .. | guess, she may have noticed 
‘something’ but her consciousness pushed the knowledge into the darkest parts of her mind Maybe, it's a 
mechanism to protect the foetus .. It's said that pregnant women would have a tendency to forget certain 
facts ... Induced by the massive high of female hormones. From where | come from... 

"Yeah, farm-boy, we all know from where you are," Dave growled. "Stop your elaboration" 

David slapped Dave's arm. 

"Hey, fucker, don't you say ANYTHING against farm-boys, or you'll regret it" 

Dave hastily swallowed and ripped open his eyes. 

"Oh baby, | never would say anything against farm-boys. NEVER! You can sure about that, | swear." 

"| hope so," David growled then gave Dave a cat-like hiss. 

Dave stared at him, mouth open, looking as if he'd been near an orgasm and wanted to come right now and 


then. 


David allowed himself a small but triumphant smile. Then he kissed Dave all so softly. Dave tied to kiss back, 
but a sharp slap of Jason against his back made him stop. David quickly laid his fingers to Dave's lip to make 


him shut up then looked over at Jason and Kirk 
"Okay, what happened then?" he asked. 
Kirk gave some really sad and desperate whimpers. 


"The babies got born, Lars was super proud and his parents super happy. It was a boy - called Jim, as Lars 
had asked for because he had a Lego robot with this name - and a girl called Rosie. | saw photos. Both babies 


have been really cute. Jim has the same green eyes as Lars, and Rosie had blue eyes." 


"| don't like the sound of the little word 'had'," James murmured. He looked very uncomfortable. "It has a 


somewhat horrifying undertone." 


"You're right," Kirk whispered. "The babies have been two month old, and Lars had given the loveliest big 
brother ever .. But then - one morning - his parents found Rosie dead in hers and Jim's baby-bed. The little 
girl was covered up by cushions from the living-room's sofa, and there was NO way that baby Jim could have 
done this ... Jimmy laid beside his dead baby and cried out his baby-eyes. He must have felt that something 


was wrong with his twin-sister." 


"Oh no, NO, please stop!" David cried out. "No, please, no! Oh Kirk, please, no!" 
Kirk started to sob and cramped his fingers into Jason's shirt. 


| can't ... | just cannot stop," he cried. "It is so horrible .. | always have to cry whenever | think about it ... 
Maybe, a nearly three year old kid cannot seen as being responsible for such a tragedy, also little Lars claimed 
that he thought that Rosie hadn't enough blankets and would freeze, so he wanted to help out with some 
warm cushions .. Anyway, Torben and Lone were destructed. They tried to believe Lars but inside of their 
minds they KNEW that he had done it on purpose ... So, they didn’t hesitate and begged a cousin of Torben - 
and his wife - to adopt little Jimmy to protect their baby. To Jimmy's luck the cousin and his wife immediately 
accepted. They immediately showed up and took little Jimmy with them, and they adopted him short after 


Rosie's burial ..." 


Kirk broke down and cried, shaking all over his body, giving loud whimpers of grief. Jason held him, pressing his 
face into Kirk's sweaty dark locks. James had to cover up his face with both hands while Dave and David looked 


at each other in pure horror. 
‘| can't stand it," James breathed. "No, no, no, nonono! Please, please, no!" 
Kirk finally lifted his head. He was at the end of his strengths. 


"Lone and Torben accepted that they had to take care about Lars and that they had to take over 
responsibility. So, they did Torben did the best he could. He forced Lars into a murderous tennis training to 
keep him under control as good as possible .. He even managed to make a deal with the Bollitieri-academy for 


tennis in Florida to get his son a tennis professional. He thought it would have been good for Lars‘ over- 


dimensioned ego. But Lars didn't obey, he hated the hard rules. So, he told his parents that he didn't believe in 
shit like tennis or sports in any way becouse there won't be enough options to make the big money and to 
fuck all the people he wanted to fuck, and that he'd rather wished to get a rock star .. They hadn't enough 
strengths left to argue, so they didn't argue." 


"And let him go," Jason murmured. 


"And let him go," Kirk whispered. "And short after he had managed to form METALLICA with James and Ron, 
he found all the things out about Jim being his brother .. He had FORGOTTEN about this fact. He always 


thought that Jim would be his second-degree cousin - a guy without any significance to him." 
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Chapter 25 


„| don't like this story so far," James murmured. "I guess, Jim didn't know about all this fucking shit, too. He 


must be shocked .. If ‘shocked! is an adequate word to describe this scenario of absolute horror." 


"Lars didn't tell me much ... well, just that he wasn't much amused, too. He felt betrayed," Kirk said. "He had 
completely FORGOTTEN about his sister and his brother. Can you imagine this? He'd forgotten about the cute 
little babies! He even didn't wonder about Jim's green eyes, and Jim is the only one of the Ulrich clan who has 
the same bright green eyes as Lars ... They look exactly like his. | WOULD have been a little confused, and | 
WOULD have asked ... But the little shit just was furious that another boy has the same eyes like he. So, he 
tortured poor Jimmy whenever he met him, and the Ulrich's guess that he also killed Jimmy's beloved pet 


mice ... | cried so much when Jimmy told me about his mice. He loved them so much." 


"But hadn't Lars seen the photos of the twin babies?" Jason asked then sighed deeply. He still stroked Kirk's 
back. 


"No. His parents hid them inside a safe, and there just were the baby photos, the birth certificates, Rosie's 
death certificate. All the photos of little Jimmy as a kid - and the later photos - have been done by his ‘new’ 
parents, after they had adopted him. Of course, they had baby photos, too, and a lot of Lone with the twins in 
her arms short after she had given birth to them .. Jim's new parents tried to hide those photos, too, 
whenever Lars was around .. Lars just has some photos of family events with Jim on them, along with lots of 
other family members. But he really wasn't interested in his relatives. He just waited to get delivered the cash 
he always urgently wanted to get as a present for birthdays, X-mas, Easter .. Y'know what | mean. He wasn't 
interested in sweets, or plush animals or toy cars, and so on It was just the money .. Money, money, money. 


He thought about money all day and all night." 
Kirk shuddered. 


“That's right, absolutely," James murmured. "Short after | met him for the first time at our High School, | 
noticed those special green flashing lights in his eyes whenever he spotted cash - of course, cash of other 
guys. He never managed to hide his greedy looks. But he ALWAYS had a lot of cash himself because his 
parents generously supported him ... After all the years with their son they didn't have any strength left to 
say ‘no' if the little gnome ultimately asked for more money ... and more .. and more. They gave him what he 


wished ... You know him. He always gets what he wants." 


"He's such an asshole," Dave stated and sneered his famous sneer. "And he always complained that he never 
had cash .. But | saw his numerous credit cards and knew that he was lying to us. | just have been constantly 
drunk or drugged up, so | just wondered but didn't care .." 


"You NEVER mentioned that Lars had credit cards," James growled. "| haven't seen any credit cards .. Why 
didn't you tell us? Why didn't you care? We NEEDED the money, we starved, and there was never enough cash 
to buy toothpaste, or enough burgers to get our stomachs filled up. We slept inside our absolutely shabby and 
rotten sleeping bags on dirty concrete - and the Danish gnome had CREDIT CARDS!" 


"Did YOU care?" Dave barked at James. "NO! We all have been stupid like ordinary pieces of rocks. We just have 
been interested in our career as a Heavy Metal band, and how to get rock stars and rich as fast as possible, 
nothing else." 

"Maybe, YOU! Dave Mustaine, the rock star! You're lying to yourself. The rock star thing only would have been 
a nice side-effect for you, along with the money, fucker! But | - on the other hand - just was interested in 
my MUSIC, | didn't care about the cash," James furiously shot back. 

"LIAR!" 

James ignored that Dave had shouted aggressively at him. 

"AND you mostly have been interested in beer and Vodka, and in getting stoned or shooting up toxic stuff 
what looked like rat's shit," he continued. "Not to forget - second - that your perverted cock constantly has 
been interested in fucking everything what looked like a human being, or what walked on two legs." 


"How dare you! That's NOT right, asshole .." 


Dave threw back his beautiful red mane and stared daggers at James. 


"Guys, stop this shit!" Jason all of a sudden hissed at them. "We don't have the time to discuss about who has 
been the master of all assholes and greedy fuckers, so quit it!" 


James and Dave immediately obeyed because they knew that Jason was right. Both abruptly shut their mouth 


and looked down at the floor, ashamed. 


"Kirk, what happened then - after Lars had discovered that Jim might have been more than a cousin to him - 
and HOW, in hell, did Lars get it that Jim wasn't his second-degree cousin?" 


Kirk sniffed several times and wiped his cheeks. He looked like Alice Cooper in full stage make-up now. 


"He was on a visit in Denmark short before he had finished High School," he answered. His voice trembled. "Of 
course, he was with his parents. The cousin of Lars' father celebrated his fiftieth birthday, and nearly all 
members of the Ulrich clan had got invited. It wasn't an option to tell Lars that he better should have stayed 
in LA. Well, they tried and told him that it would be awful to visit the whole clan. Lars got suspicious and 
insisted to fly over to Denmark with his parents .. So, he met Jim, after he hadn't seen him for years .. And 
he also met Jim's two sisters - well, Jim's step-sisters. And both girls don't have the slightest hint of green 
inside their eyes .. Their parents have blue eyes, too." 


"Oh, shit," Dave murmured. He had tears in his eyes. 


"Yeah," Kirk sadly answered. "Lars didn't say a word. But as soon as he and his parents had been back in LA. he 
cracked open the safe of his parents - by the way, Lars is a notorious safe-cracker - and found the photos 
and the certificates, also a lot of press articles about a nearly three year old kid who had killed his two month 
old sister because he wanted her to get warm ... But all these journalist had been wrong about Lars’ motif. The 
psychiatric expert's opinion was that Lars would be highly intelligent, and that he would develop a severe 
personality disorder .. After having discovered all those things Lars was very clever. He contacted Jim without 
telling his parents and Jim's parents about this, he apologized to Jim and said he would kill himself if Jim won't 
forgive him. Jim nearly went mad and ran to his parents to ask them if Lars' story was true. He knew that he 
was an adopted child but not that Lars was his brother. Anyway, he also had got suspicious after his fathers 
birthday celebration and had studied his birthday certificate. But it was flawlessly, his ‘parents' were his 
parents as the certificate said .. But his parents finally told him the truth but they didn't mention Lars part in 
the story, and that was a big fault. They said that Lars' mother has got a severe depression after the death 
of Rosie and had been unable to care about the other twin, so Lars' parents asked Torben's cousin and his wife 
to adopt Jim because they didn't want him to suffer, too .. OF course, Lars knew better but he didn't say a 
word. His own parents and Jim's parents thought he really would have no memory about the cruel things 
which had happened, and so they didn't talk much to him and stuck to the story, they also didn't show the 
press articles to Jim ... Lars seemed to be completely devastated and the naive idiots believed him ... He gave 
the depressed son and got a psychotherapist, can you imagine that? Then he finished High School where he had 


met James." 


"Oh no, | should have known that he isn't normal in his head," James groaned. "Especially when | got it that he 
didn't speak with his Danish accent when he was around other people. What an idiot | have been" 


"He didn't speak this funny Danish accent around other people?" | never heard about this," Dave said. 


"He was extremely careful after he had got it that | have noticed the fact," James answered. He looked as if 
he was in a deep shock, too. 
Jason ran his fingers through his mane and gave a short groan because of his burn wound. It hurt because he 


hadn't had his pain killer. 


"After all this, and because his parents felt so guilty, they bought Lars' heartbreaking story and his deep 
shame and penitence, and then they begged Jim's parents to let them give the money for the study of human 
medicine Jim dreamed so much of ... Jim's parents hadn't the money. So, they and Jim happily accepted the 
offer. They all didn't realize that Lars now would have a grip on Jim .. And this has been the cause that | met 


Jim as Lars introduced him to me several years later .. It was 1991 .. The love came a little later." 


There was a brief silence. The guys looked at each other. 
Finally David - who sat in his wheelchair now - sighed. 


‘Guys, | don't wanna cut short Kirk's story .. But we have to go on with the maze. If Lars has such a grip on 
Jim we have to fear that he may not be able to hold Lars back when the fucker will get back his 


consciousness.” 


"Damned shit - you are right," Dave nervously said and stroked back his flaming red hair. "But how, | really 


can't imagine. Look, there are FOUR corridors. Which one should we take to go on?" 


Now, David enfolded a piece of paper in his lap. He had reached in his rucksack and had pulled it out. He showed 
the front of the paper up to Kirk. It was a large, printed out picture of a castle. 


"Is this the castle we are in, Kirk," he asked. 


Kirk immediately nodded. His eyes were wide open. 
"Where did you have this from?" he asked, running his hands - black from eyeliner - over his face. 


"The security guard slipped me the thing as | laid in the waiting room of the CT-room," David answered. "| 
urgently neede to know more about our location because I'm pretty familiar with the British mazes. He also 
slipped me a list of the traps he is guessing about them being inside the maze, but whispered at me that he 
doesn't know where the traps exactly are located because he also hasn't seen the maze, too. He and his men 
always had to bring out the corpses - or in rare cases the badly injured guys who mostly died short after - 
who had to run the maze whenever Lars decided that he wanted to get rid of them. There are several hidden 


and small entrances to the maze, so they could pull out the people." 
"Oh fuck, fuck, fuck," Jason groaned and also rubbed his tired looking face. "FUCK!" 


He usually had very good nerves and had seemed to be unbelievable relaxed until this moment, except the 


situations when he had been angry about James' and Dave's constant fighting. His wound hurt a lot, now, but 


he still stood the pain. 
David saw that Jason was in pain. 


"Look inside your rucksack, Jason There has to be enough medicine to help us out ... Jim thought about our 


medical need, too." 

Jason immediately put his rucksack at the floor and pulled out some of the items inside. 

There were the water bottles, some energy drinks in small cans, several energy bars and a good amount of 
sterile and not sterile bandages. Also a fluid pain killer in a small plastic brown bottle and also small plastic cans 
with pills of several sorts inside. 

Jason happily sighed as he saw the pain killer. 

"That's Tramadole, | had it several times" he said. "| had it all the time." 

"Oh no," James moaned. "The stuff will alter your brain function and we don't need it” 

"Yes, Jase, it's too dangerous," David at once added. 

"Are you sure?" 


‘I'm pretty sure,” David said and sighed. 


"He IS sure, and l'm sure, too," Dave immediately added. "David and | often used the shit whenever we had been 


out of our usual drugs." 
Jason stared at them for a moment then he looked through the small plastic cans. 


"No other pain killer," he murmured and reached inside the rucksack once more. He gave a relieved sign when 


he pulled out several blisters of Novalgin. 

"Oh, this is it." 

He pressed out two of the pills and threw them into his mouth. Then he opened up one of the water bottles. 
"Wait!" Dave called out. "Maybe, the water is poisoned" 


‘Sorry, but | do trust Jim, AND as you might have noticed the bottle haven't been opened up yet" Jason 


answered and swallowed the pain killer with large gulps of water. 


After this he again sighed in relief. 


"This will help a lot," he said "Is anyone of you in need of the pain killer, too? The stuff isn't an opiate, doesn't 
cause an addiction, and so Dave and David also could use it." 

David and Dave shook their heads. 

"Not yet," David said. 


"Okay" Jason put the medicine back into the rucksack. Then he slowly pulled out some weird objects and put 


them down onto the floor, frowning. 

There was a stethoscope, a neurological reflex hammer, a medical stimulation tuning instrument from steel, 
another pack of cigarettes, a lighter, cans of sprays and several plastic bags with powdery substances inside 
them. 

"Fuck, what is THIS?" James asked. His blue eyes were wide open. 


Kirk, Dave and Jason looked confused, too. 


"We will need all those items," David calmly said. "| guess, Jim put them inside after | had told the body guard 
what I'd wanted to get." 
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Chapter 26 


We are in fear of the maze 

We have to run a deadly race 
Maybe, the traps will get us killed 
And our blood will be spilled 


The maze is the maze is the maze 


Of a freak who murders and hates 


So, lets run as fast as we can 
And to run the maze will be hard 
Stick together, don't let us part 


Come on, it's time to run 


The maze is the maze is the maze 


A devil has built up the place 


Dave was right - four corridors led away from the small room the guys had descended to. 


James ran his still swollen fingers through his long golden mane over and over again. He looked very 


pessimistic. 
"No way that we get out of here," he sighed. 


‘Oh, | won't think so," David answered. "I knew about it because | know the maze .. Unfortunately, Lars will have 


done some cruel changes to the maze, | have to fear .." 


"SOME? He might have done A LOT, the little shit!" James said. "I know him. He never has done an incomplete 
thing." 


"We ALL know the little gnome .." Dave started to throw in but James stopped him. 
"Not as good as | know him, you idiot! YOU know nothing!" 


"Fuck! Don't get to another fight, you both fuckers," Jason immediately hissed. "We don't need another fight of 


two guys who don't know how to behave in a dangerous situation" 

"But, baby .." James guiltily began. 

"Shut up! Just SHUT UP!" Jason growled at him. "Sorry, | forgot .. BABY!" 

He still looked angry. 

"Okay," James whispered and hung his head. 

Immediately, Jason felt guilty, too, and stroked James’ back but didn't say a word because he didn't want the 


other ‘redhead of their small troop exploding once more. They really had to quit the ongoing and dangerous 
fighting. 


"Well, we have to deal with Lars’ madness," David said and shrugged. "As Dave said, we know him, but we just 
know him as a bad and vicious drummer, and that's not enough ... But as I've mentioned, | have a list of his 


awful traps, so I'll have a slight chance to get it when a dangerous problem might come up." 


"Are you sure?" Kirk sniffed. He didn't believe it. "You REALLY don't know how much crazy he is ... | guess, he 


suffers from Schizophrenia .." 

"Fuck! Fucking hell! Are you sure?" 

This was James. He looked extremely shocked, and his blue eyes were wide. 

"Pretty sure. l'm sorry." 

After Kirk had said this, James loudly groaned in desperation. Immediately, David laid his forefinger to his lips. 


"Not so loud," he whispered. "I don't know for sure if there are traps which will get activated by sounds ... So 


please, don't speak or even give a sound if | don't give you a sign that you can talk, okay?" 
Everybody nodded, 

"Can we speak now?" James asked with his tone very low. 

"Yeah, | think so. We have to because we have to discuss our strategy.’ 


David pointed at one of the four corridors. Because the room was shaped like a five-wall-room, the corridors 
got away like a fan. 


"Now, we have to find out if Lars had changed the first main runway of the maze. Jason, fire up a cigarette!" 
"You .. you sure?" 


"Yes, because we have to." 


So, Jason lit a cigarette. His fingers trembled massively. After he had fired up he looked at David, waiting for 


more instruction 
"Very good," David whispered. "How's your pain?" 
"Getting better." 


“Alright, then kneel down in front of every corridor and blow the smoke inside. Do several blows per corridor, 
please .. But wait a sec .." 


He rummaged inside his rucksack and finally pulled out a laser pointer. Then he switched the thing on and ran 


the red laser light about the walls, the ceiling and the floor. 
"Why ..?" James started to whisper but David cut him short by holding up his free hand. 


Immediately, James got silent. He quickly had decided not to break the rules David had given to them, or to 
disturb the Master of Mazes. 


David had checked everything, and the laser beam hadn't got broken by other laser beams. It had been risky 
to check with a laser but it would have been more risky to move without checking. Unfortunately, a trap could 


have gone off if they now just would have changed their position because of ultra miniature cameras inside 


the walls. The walls looked clean - but Lars madness had to be considered. 

He nodded at Jason who hesitated for a moment before stepping in the direction of the corridor which 
branched away on the right side of the pentagon. With still trembling fingers he brought the cigarette to his 
lips and then sucked at it, inhaling deeply. Then he exhaled, blowing the smoke into the corridor carefully but 
hard. 

Nothing happened. 

No laser beams to see, just .. nothing. Jason blew the smoke of his cigarette into the corridor several times. 


Still nothing happened. 


He looked over his shoulder at David who nodded again at him. So, Jason carefully stood up and walked over to 


the entrance of the next corridor in the fanning up row. He knelt and exhaled into the corridor. 
Crossing red laser beams showed up, all along the corridor. They came from the ceiling and both side walls. 


James and Kirk pressed their hands over their mouths. Kirk's dark eyes were wide in fear. But David seemed 


to be unimpressed and gave Jason a gesture to move on 


Two of the corridors were spiced up by laser beam traps. 


Now, everybody stared at David who had closed his eyes, thinking hard. Long. Finally, he opened up his eyes and 
pointed at the corridor to their right. 


"In there," he mouthed. 


James silently gritted his teeth. If David would have been wrong by selecting the right corridor they all would 
have been dead the next seconds. But he knew that they hadn't another choice because they HAD to move on 


But before they could have made the first step David held up a forefinger. The guys froze. David held up two 


gun-silencers. 


James nearly gave a hiss but stopped in time. He and Jason carefully pulled out theirs pistols then reached at 
the silencers. James got his onto the muzzle of his gun pretty quickly, but after this he had to help Jason 
who wasn't used to do things like this. Not that James was used to it but he had extremely more practice to 


handle guns. 


Jason then wanted to put on his rucksack but Kirk silently shook his head and held out his hand. No way, that 


he would have allowed Jason, who was wounded much more than he, to carry the heavy rucksack. 
Jason glanced at him then handed over the rucksack He was sure that Kirk didn't double-play. 


Finally, they all were ready. Dave gripped the handles of David's wheelchair. He didn't like it to have the 
wheelchair with his beloved boyfriend to drive in front of him but pulling the chair behind him won't have been 
an option. David had to see what was going on. He was the Master of the Maze. 


Kirk, too, was the first who entered the corridor. He had signalled his friends that he won't accept another guy 
to do it. So, they let him. He slowly and carefully made three small steps into the corridor. 


Again, nothing awfully happened. 


Kirk hesitated for a moment and turned around His dark eyes were wide. The guys knew Kirk's personality and 
fears well enough and, all of a sudden, they all knew that he wouldn't have betrayed them. His eyes - and the 
tears inside them - showed up his deadly angst. He was suffering, his muscles were tensed up. He was in fear 


about the lives of his friends, and about the life of his boyfriend and lover Jim. 


David breathed in deeply but as soundlessly as possible then he gave Kirk another nod. Kirk reacted with a nod, 
too, and then turned his head to look at the rest of the corridor in front of him. It seemed to be completely 


clear, the walls flawlessly white. 


He lifted his right foot then put it down back at the floor, just two inches away from the place he had stood. 
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Chapter 21 


Kirk cautiously walked along the corridor of the maze as David had signalled him. Still, nothing awful happened. 
No explosion, no laser beams at Kirk, nothing. 


The other guys held their breath nearly all the time Kirk was inside the suspicious corridor. James and Jason 
bit their lower lips and Dave gritted his teeth but didn't give a sound. He knew exactly that he strictly had to 
obey the orders David already had and would have given to them while they were running the maze. Dave 

didn't want to risk anything because it was awful to even think about a sudden death of his friends - and this 


included James - because he, Dave, had done something wrong. 


Also, James and Jason, who held hands, did their very best not to fail in keeping up their silence. They were 
both tensed up, and Jason felt shudder after shudder run through his body. James felt how Jason trembled 
and carefully looked at his lover out of the corners of his blue eyes, meeting Jason's slightly darker blue eyes 
he loved so much. 


Locking their looks James felt a sudden shudder, too, and he urgently wanted to kiss Jason. Because they stood 
shoulder at shoulder, James decided to risk it. Very slowly he turned his head and bent over to be able to 


reach Jason's lips. Jason anticipated James’ trial and turned his head, too. 


Out of the corners of his eyes David noticed to what the both lovers were up but he didn't say a word or 
made them stop by gesturing. He wished that he could have got kissed by Dave but he had to watch Kirk's 


every move. He also didn't want to make mistakes and to risk the lives of his friends. 


James' lips touched Jasor's all so softly, and he tried hard to do this soundlessly. Jason's intention was the 
same as James’, and so their kiss was a very .... one, just a delicate touch and lightly parting of two pairs of 


lips Then, James slowly ran the tip of his tongue along Jason's upper lip, hungry for deepening the kiss. But 


Jason stopped him by touching the tip of James' tongue with his own, giving a little pressure. 
James immediately got it. He was short from sighing in pleasure and after that in frustration, but he 
understood that he HAD to keep control about his composure - and about his body which intensely longed to 


get Jason into his arms, holding him close and as tight as possible. 


But he couldn't do anything against his erection. His cock got painfully hard, and James was sure that Jason 
had to master the same ‘problem’. 


He was right. Jason had to suppress a moan and knew that he and James immediately had to end the kiss. 
Otherwise he would have brought James down to the floor, get his lover stripped of his clothes, and to do it 
right now and then with James. 


No, absolutely no. No way! Even thinking about hot sex was strictly forbidden. 


Jason started to solve his lips, and James did the same after having hesitated for a moment. Their still slightly 
parted lips solved. Then they locked eyes once more, blue eyes looking deeply into blue eyes. 


It was so hard, and they both felt tears in their eyes. James closed his eyes, and a single tear ran down his 


right cheek. 


Jason longed for wiping it off James’ skin but there was no way to do so. After having waited some seconds, 


they cautiously turned their heads to glance at Kirk, again. 


Kirk had reached the end of the corridor and turned, very slowly and carefully. His wide dark eyes stared at 


David. Deep fear was to be seen in his look. 


David nodded at him then made a gesture. Kirk nearly jerked in shock and angst but didn't. He trembled. But 


then he followed David's silent order. 
The sharp sound of Kirk clapping his hands shocked James, Jason and Dave. 


Dave couldn't control himself enough to hold back his low hiss. Immediately he bit his lower lip so hard that he 
felt a sharp pain, and he tasted blood. It wasn't a severe bite wound but Dave shuddered and closed his eyes. 


Kirk clapped his hands once more then another time. 


Nothing happened. 

David gave a smile. 

"Thanks Kirk," he said in a low tone but loud enough for Kirk to hear. "You're really tough, dude." 
James gave a low groan. 

"Are you MAD?" he whispered at David, staring daggers at the bassist. 


"Not more than usual," David casually answered. He seemed to be pretty relaxed. "We can risk it to speak until 


Ill give you a sign to stop talking, okay?" 

"Are you sure, baby?" Dave's voice slightly trembled. "Are you REALLY sure about this?" 
"Absolutely." 

Dave breathed in and out deeply. 

"Well, in that case .." He quickly bent down and kissed David - briefly but intense. 


David gave a sigh and ran his fingers through Dave's beautiful red mane. He tasted the hint of blood what still 


was on Dave's lower lip. 


Then Dave ended the kiss and straightened, giving David a look what made it clear that he, too, wanted to rip 
David into his arms.And more. 


James and Jason quickly had kissed, too, but they parted their lips from another in the blink of an eye, both 
thinking of poor Kirk who hadn't his lover with him to do the same. 


Kirk stood like a frozen statue of dark cold marble. He watched but gave no sound. Just the tears in his eyes 


burnt hot. 


"Guys, lets go on," David said, his voice and tone very quiet. "Enter the corridor, please, and then stop at Kirk's 
position .. There will be a long crossway at the end of the corridor if l'm right." 


"I fucking hope you are," James growled. 


Dave shot him a furious glance but didn't say a word. As Jason had made it clear to them, James and he HAD 


to avoid another fight. But this didn't mean that he liked James’ tone. 


Like David had told them the musicians entered the corridor. James now had enough from moving as slow as a 


snail. He didn't run but walked without care in pretty fast steps. 


Well, it looked like walking without caring about the way, or even the floor beneath his feet. In reality, James’ 
heart rate had reached |50 to 60 beats per minute, and his mouth went dry. He even couldn't have swallowed 


if he would have wanted it. 


Just Jason knew what was going on inside James’ head. Without having talked about it with James, Jason 


perfectly knew that James felt guilty. 


He must feel guilty about being the cause for the tortures and fears of all the guys around him. Jason was 
sure that James had decided to come to the absurd conclusion that HE - James - had been the guy Lars 
really had wanted to get inside his madhouse, and nobody else. The other prisoners had to be ‘side-effects’. 
Lars‘ vicious personnel had taken them with them because the other musicians just had been there as the 
lightning flashes had hit the stage and had killed or wounded nearly everybody in reach. Also, must have 
thought about being guilty because he had refused Lars' sexually motivated but perverted passes at him so 
many years ago, AND because he had allowed that Lars got thrown out of Metallica 


The thought about James' inner guilt feelings made Jason sad. But at the very same moment he started to 
get sad, he tried to push these thoughts into the dark background of his consciousness. It had to wait until 
they had managed to leave the insane maze - alive. And Jason hoped so intense that they won't get killed by 
the traps with which Lars must have spiced up his maze. 


Finally, the guys all had reached Kirk's position at the end of the corridor. Kirk still stood there like a statue 
from marble but there weren't tears in his eyes any longer. He wanted to be brave because he also was 
absolutely sure that HE was the real cause for his friends being tortured prisoners, and now they were 
fugitives in deadly fear because he - Kirk - had failed to pleasure Lars well enough to hold him back from 
doing such a cruel thing to his fellow musicians - and to his own brother Jim who was Kirk's boyfriend and 


lover. 


Because Lars exactly knew about the love between his brother and Kirk he must have thought about a plan to 
get Kirk in hellish mental pain to take revenge. Lars never had said a word about the forbidden love between 
Kirk and Jim, but Kirk knew Lars - and Lars' madness - good enough to conclude that this had to be Lars’ plan. 


Maybe, he had planned to kill Kirk and Jim, too, but Kirk didn't know that for sure. Maybe, he still wanted them 
alive to pleasure him by watching Kirk and Jim suffer the rest of their mentally painful - and preferably long 


- lives. 
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Chapter 28 


What have you done to get him mad? 
He isn't sad, he's full of hate 

He hides and lures to make you bleed 
Spilling your blood until you're dead 


His orgasm is worth the wait 


The crossway corridor seemed to be empty in both directions. David had ordered Dave to push his wheelchair 
forward until he was able to glance right and left. He hadn't taken his feet off the foot rests because he 
wanted to check if hell would have broken lose if he'd penetrated the emptiness of the corridor with his feet 


then his lower legs. 


Dave didn't like David's risky idea. To be precise - he hated it. If his baby would got injured there won't have 
been the slightest chance for Lars to NOT get slaughtered up by Dave at the very first moment the Danish 
fucker would have been stupid enough to show up. Dave thought about killing the little gnome slowly, VERY 
slowly, while he'd sneer at the fucker. He would sneered the famous Mustaine-sneer into the face of the 
madman, watching the lips getting blue and the green eyes slowly getting dull because of the merciless 


pressure of his hands around ... 
A sharp elbow hit Dave into his ribs and ripped him out of his grim thoughts all of a sudden 


"Uuuuhh! Ouch!" He jumped and stared at Jason who had hit him. "Are you fucking crazy? Why've you hit me, 


you asshole?" 


"Because you didn't get it what David has said to you," Jason hissed. "You fucking had your head in the clouds 
- well, maybe in hell. That's more likely. Whatever. But you didn't listen to David, and that means you might not 


be cautious enough when it's necessary ... Got me?" 

Dave gritted his teeth and stared daggers at Jason whose blue eyes looked unimpressed. Finally, Dave nodded. 
"You are right, I'm sorry," he murmured. 

Fine,” David said. He hadn't even turned. "So, if you are ready, babe, enter the corridor. 

Again, Dave jumped. 

"WHAT?" 

"Enter the corridor, please. I'm absolutely sure he's clean" 

Dave gave a whimper. 

"That's it," he desperately whispered. "I'm dead. Fucking stone cold dead .. And | wanna get a closed casket" 


“Alright, we'll consider that," James dryly said. 


Of course, Dave didn't die. David had been right. The corridor seemed to be just a corridor with white walls, 
white ceiling and white floor. Nothing else. 


Dave looked pale as he made two steps into the right side of the tunnel and, as nothing awful happened, he got 
back in front of David's wheelchair then stepped to the left side. Again, no trap exploded. 


Dave froze in place and glanced at David, waiting for the next instruction. David was busy to stare at every 
inch of both sides of the crossway corridor. James, Jason and Kirk did the same. Jason had his contact lenses 


in, also James. About Kirk they weren't sure. He also needed glasses or contacts. 


David checked the left side of the corridor then right. Then he did the same once more. Finally, he nodded at 


Dave. 


"Now, enter the right corridor, Dave," he calmly said. To make himself absolutely clear he pointed at the right 


direction. 


"Why?" Dave anxiously asked. 


"Because | say so. 
"But." 

"Id like you to do ten steps without trying to be quiet, and then stop and dont make another move. 

Dave swallowed hard, staring at his lover. David looked back, silently and calmly. 

Finally, Dave gave a brief nod and turned around to face the right side of the empty corridor. His muscles 
were tensed up to a maximum, and he bit his lower lip, tasting blood, again. Then, he lifted a foot and stepped 
forward 


"James, Jason, be ready," David whispered at his friends. 


Immediately, both men drew their guns, as soundlessly as possible. Now they tensed up, too. What the hell 
would have happened? David didn't look as calm as before and had his eyes on Dave without blinking. 


Seven steps ..- eight steps .. nine steps ... TEN. 


All of a sudden, a sharp sound, and a panel inside the ceiling in front of Dave snapped open. Snakes fell down - 
just some feet in front of Dave - hissing angrily, some of them rattling their tails, the others moving in 


Dave's direction as fast as ... well, SNAKES. 

Poisonous snakes! 

There were four long green mambas and four also large rattlesnakes. The rattlesnakes quickly had lifted their 
heads high into the air, swinging them from side to side while warning the enemies by rattling their tail-ends 


and hissing, showing up their deadly fangs. 


Kirk squealed in fear and horror several times, and then quickly bit his right fist until his teeth penetrated his 


skin He didn't even notice it. 


Now, Dave stood like a statue, frozen in place and holding his breath. He was deadly pale. His lips were open in 


shock, and his hazel eyes wide like saucers. 


Just a split second later the muffled thuds of guns with silencers at the end of the muzzles were to be heard 


.. one ... two ... three .. four .. five .. six .. seven ... eight. 
Nine. 


Jason hadn't properly finished up one of the rattlesnakes, and James had to give the ninth shot, right into the 
head of the snake. 


Now, the blood, skin, brain mass and inner organs of the snakes covered the walls, the ceiling and the floor 
around them. The calibre of the pistols was too heavy to let them stay whole. The snakes didn't look like 
snakes any longer. 

They had been exploded. 


Dave was in shock and still didn't move. Kirk gave a long drawn whimper, and Jason's and James’ hearts raced. 


Then, Dave breathed out. He looked as if he'd been fainted every second now but he kept his upright position, 
swaying slightly. 


"Very well," David said. He still sounded calm but he wasn't. His heart rate had got shot up, too. "Perfect, Dave, 


thank you. | knew you would handle it. No one else could have done this." 

Dave just gave a low whimper. 

But he realized that David was right. David exactly had known that Dave never had showed fear when it came 
to look at or to touch snakes. Of course, Dave hadn't been so stupid to grab at a rattlesnake or a mamba. He 
just wrapped some boas or other non-poisonous large snakes around his neck and shoulders, preferring the 


snakes of Alice Cooper who had used them for his stage show years ago. 


And James had shot lots of rattlesnakes while hunting. But he never had shot a mamba. Those snakes were , 


and James was so relived that he and Jason had been able to finish them up. 
"Okay now," David said after he had breathed in and out deeply, too. "Let's enter the corridor." 


Kirk gave another long-drawn whimper. He had lowered his head, and his dark locks had covered up his face. 


Now he threw back his head in a sudden movement. 


"Please, no .. No! | wanna go back .. Let's go back ... Please," he begged, wringing his hands. "We'll die, we'll die 


for sure." 


"No way," David answered. "We have to move on. I'm sorry, Kirk" 


James had to grip Kirk's arm hard to make him go. For a moment Kirk stumbled but then he followed. Jason 
was busy to push the wheelchair in front of him. 


As they had reached Dave they saw his trembling. 


"You have lied to me," he whispered to no one in special as it seemed because he stared right ahead. "You lied 
to me, David." 


David looked down for a brief moment. He was very pale, too. 


"Yes, baby, l'm sorry," he whispered back He held out his left hand, and after some seconds Dave's trembling 


fingers touched David's who closed his fingers around Dave's, squeezing them. 

"How did you know it?" James asked in a low tone. 

"| noticed a very fine and short line, just lightly grey, at the ceiling," David calmly answered. "And | knew that 
the snakes would be the first trap because the security guy told me. This trap he knew. The others will be 
slightly more difficult" 

"l even don't like the word ‘slightly. 


"I can understand that, James, but I'll do my very best." 


"| know ... | fucking know," James murmured. 


As they passed the horrible part of the corridor, Kirk came to life again. Out of the corners of his eyes he 
looked at the remnants of the deadly poisonous snakes. 


"Green mambas," he mechanically murmured. "Gre .. green mambas ... Their Latin name is dendroaspis ... And 
carpet vipers .. uuhhh, carpet vipers ... They kill if they are angry and hungry .. uuhhhuuhhhh ... Their Latin 


name is ..." 


"Stop it, Kirk!" James sharply said. "We ain't interested in the fucking names of the fucking snakes." 


Kirk obeyed but gave several sniffs. 

Now they had reached the end of the corridor, and again David risked getting his feet inside, so he could have 
looked to both sides of the crossway. One end of the corridor was a dead end - the right - and the other a 
very long looking tunnel. Both sides of the corridor were white - but they had a row of black stripes. 


"Oh no," James groaned. "No ... Fucking no!" 
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Chapter 29 


All of the guys now looked inside the crossway corridor, turning their heads to the left side and to the right 


side and back. They did it over and over again and, finally, James gave another desperate groan 
"Those black stripes," he whispered at David. "What are they supposed to mean?" 

David pursed his lips then he just shrugged. 

| really don't know," he replied 


"WHAT?" James’ eyes got wide in shock. "You don't know? Don't tell me shit like this. You're the Master of the 


maze." 


"That's right," David said. "| AM the Master of the maze. But how should | know why Lars had decorated this 
crossway by black stripes? Maybe, he likes the pattern Or he could have thought about red stripes ... Or 
yellow striped but decided to take black ones. Who knows?" 


"He loves black and white, and he's unbelievably fond of zebras," Kirk now mentioned in a low tone. "He has a 
zoo with LOTS of zebras, and he always stares at the fuckers as if he'd been hypnotized. AND he uses to visit 
every zoo in every fucking city he's staying to get some business done, just to look at the poor zebras .. | 
can't see any more zebras, and | fucking hope they will eat the little asshole as soon as possible. I'd assist by 


cutting the fucker into small pieces." 
Dave gave a sneer. 
"He's perverted. Absolutely perverted" He gave Kirk a certain look what meant that he thought of Kirk being 


perverted, too. "Who would have fun by staring at zebras? Lars! What an idiot .. Does he fuck those poor 
zebras? Or does he jerk off when he's watching them by galopping around?" 


"DAVE!" This was David. "Don't be silly." 


"Well, it's not too silly," James threw in after he had cleared his throat. "Lars totally loves zebras. When | 
came into the house of his parents for the first time and when | saw his two rooms - a living room and a 
bedroom, of course - | was stunned. He had plush zebras all over the room. And zebras from porcelain, from 
painted wood, knitted zebras, from white marble with inlays of black stuff - | don't know from what the black 
stuff had been done .." 


"Very expensive stuff. Email and Onyx, if you know what | mean .. Oh well, you DON'T know what | mean, 
right?" Dave said, sneering again and shot James a glance full of pity, as if he'd spoken two a mentally retarded 
kid. "Anyway, it's pretty expensive shit” 

"What?" 

"| said, Email and .." 


"| got that, fucker," James hissed. "But | can't believe this. It's perverted." 


"Exactly. Now you really got that. AND | haven't seen plush or knitted zebras inside his ‘suite, by the way. You 


must be mad .." 
"Asshole! He had removed the plush fuckers after he had noticed my reaction as | saw the monsters, idiot!" 
"James! Dave! SHUT UP!" Jason growled. 


Immediately, both men followed Jason's order, hanging their heads and glancing shyly at him out of the corners 


of their eyes. 
Again, they all looked at both sides of the corridor. 


| guess, the decision about which side we are gonna have to take is pretty easy," James whispered. "This side 
seems to be a dead end. Approximately fifty feet ahead is a wall, as it looks like ..." 


"As it looks like," David murmured. "It looks like a dead end" 


"Yeah. And the left side of the fucking corridor is open | can see another crossway. Maybe fifty or sixty feet 


away from our position, | would say. So, we have to take the left side." 
"Hmmmm, maybe," David murmured. 


"Not MAYBE!" James growled. "I don't see another way, and I'm gonna be the first one who enters the fucking 


left corridor.” 


He made a step, ready to enter the tunnel. A sharp hiss got him to stop. He froze in place. 


"Wait a minute, James," David said, shooting James a warning look. "I haven't yet decided which tunnel we are 


gonna go in" 


James stared at him as David would have been mad, frowning, and his friends did the same. In the meantime 
David had made a gesture, and Kirk took off his rucksack and handed him over at David. David had reached the 
rucksack on his lap to Dave who laid both arms around the thing, holding it closely. He didn't want to drop the 
thing. 


David opened up Kirk's rucksack and started a search inside after having lifted two bottles of water. The 
others didn't say a word, they just watched. 


Finally, David pulled out the neurological fork-shaped tuner instrument. James and Dave looked at each other, 
and James lightly shook his head and lifted his shoulders. What, the hell, did David need a tuner from steel 
for? Dave just shrugged. 


David hit his own left thumb knuckle with the one side of the steel tuner-fork then held the vibrating tuner to 
the radial bone of the lower arm. After a brief moment he slightly adjusted one of the small regulators from 
steel at the end of one arm of the tuner, and then hit his thumb knuckle once more. After he had pressed the 
base of the tuner against his wrist, he gave a small smile and nodded at himself. But he didn't say anything, 
and that got James pretty nervous. Dave didn't look amused, too, while Kirk wide-eyed stared at David. 


Just Jason seemed to be relaxed. 


Now, David gestured Jason to push his wheelchair to the left side of the crossing corridor's wall. Jason did so 
and took his hands off the handles. He still looked relaxed. The other guys were confused but curious. James 
quickly looked back over his shoulder to check if more living snakes had been fallen down from the ceiling 
behind them to finish them up, or if the creepy remnants of the shot snakes - splattered all over the walls, 
the floor and the ceiling - maybe had got whole snakes, again. But the mess still was a mess. 


James shuddered, and for a moment he felt the urge to throw up, so he hastily turned around to look at 


David, swallowing hard several times. 


Exactly this moment David hit the tuner against his knuckle and put the base onto the wall to his left. He held 
the tuner carefully and delicately, his forefinger laid against one of the thin steely fork-arms. There wasn't 
the slightest tremble of his hand to be seen while he took in the feeling of the vibration of the medical 
instrument, his eyes closed. After some minutes - what seemed to be an endless time to his friends - he got 


the procedure done once more. Then he did it a third time. He pursed his lips, eyes still closed. 


Finally, he lifted his head and looked at Jason, who stood aside of the wheelchair, nodding at him. Jason grabbed 
the handles of the wheelchair and cautiously and slowly pushed the chair to the other wall. 


David hit his thumb once more and got the base of the tuner-fork to the wall. Again, his hand didn't tremble 
while he concentrated on the vibration. He did so until the tuner-fork didn't vibrate any longer. 


His friends had heard the low, deep sound of the swinging tuner arms. James got the feeling that the sides of 


the walls had a slightly different sound His ears were perfectly trained but he still was a little handicapped 
because of the unbelievably loud bang from the gunshot inside their small intensive care room. 


David did the test a third time then looked at Jason, holding the tuner-fork out to him. Jason gave a small nod, 
took the instrument and silently made the two steps to the left side of the tunnel's opening. He hit the tuner 
against his thumb knuckle and then he held the base to the wall, doing it very slowly and carefully, his 
forefinger on one of the fork-arms. His hand didn't tremble, too. 


He also checked every wall three times with his eyelids dropped but not fully closed Then he carefully took 
the steely tuner off the wall and turned his head to silently glance at David. 


"Your opinion, Jase?" David quietly asked. 
Jason didn't hesitate a second and pointed in the corridor to his right side. 
"This one," he firmly said. 


"| agree. Let's go!" 


Immediately, Jason gripped the handles of the wheelchair and wanted to push David into the corridor. 


"Wait a minute!" James hissed and held Jason back. "Waaaiiiit a minute! What's going on? The corridor has a 


dead end" 


"No," David and Jason said in unison 


"Sorry?" James ran his fingers through his long blond mane. "I don't under..." 
David gave a half smile, Jason also smiled. 
"OF course you don't understand. You ain't a bassist." 


"What?" James frowned and narrowed his eyes. "What's that supposed to mean? l'm an experienced musician 
Isn't that enough, fucker?" 


"David, baby," Dave threw in, ignoring James’ unqualified remark. "Does your head hurt? Do you feel well? | 


mean, you got a bad head .." 
"My head is very well, thank you." David arrogantly said and then glanced at Jason. "Tell them, Jase." 
"With pleasure." 


Jason looked from one of his friends to the other. James and Dave still seemed to be confused but Kirk 


started to smile, too. 

"Well, it's pretty easy," Jason told them. "Different materials have different vibrating sounds .." 

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, we know that," Dave growled. 

Jason ignored him. 

"Also the length of the vibration's time is different in such a case," he continued in the tone of a lecturing 
professor. "So, David and! have been able to decide which corridor we have to take because the sound and 
feeling of both sides of the corridor is slightly different. The longer corridor's wall gave a longer vibration" 


"Ah?" Dave narrowed his eyes. "I don't believe this. Are you sure?" 


"Of course he's sure," Kirk now squealed in excited tone. "He and David are playing the bass. They can feel the 
low frequencies much better than we guitarists. They easily can FEEL the difference." 


James and Dave stared at Kirk in disbelief. Dave's mouth had got open. But they didn't try to argue. 


"Exactly," David said, nodding at Kirk whose face still was black all over from the smears of his not-waterproof 
eyeliner and mascara. "Jase and | have felt that the tunnel to our right side hasn't a dead ending. The vibration 
of the wall is a little longer, and to our luck it also feels a little different .. I'd say that the wall at the ‘dead 
end isn't a real and stony wall. It's totally different. It has to be done from another material, and we have to 


go through it" 
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Chapter 30 


The five musicians finally reached the so-called dead end of the black- and white-striped corridor. James had 
feared that the stripes all of a sudden would do something awful to them. But there wasn't an explosion also 
no snakes fell down from above and no flames shot out of the walls. 

Dave had pushed David's wheelchair and suspiciously glared to the left and to the right, his hazel eyes 
narrowed, to make sure that there wasn't any danger. Not because he would had been in fear for his own life 
- his baby was NOT supposed to get harmed in any way if Dave could have made a move to cover up his 
lover. He rather would have died himself. 

But, nevertheless, he didn't feel well. His stomach hurt, and this didn't happen very often 

David now lifted his right hand and lightly knocked at the white wall at the end of the tunnel, listening carefully. 


"Sounds like glass but a little muffled," he finally said. "Maybe, it's because of the white coloured paint on it. It 


seems to be put on the glass in multiple layers." 


Jason knocked at the wall, too. Then, he did it a second and a third time. He thought a while about what to say 
then he turned his head to look at David. 


"This isn't glass," he firmly stated. "It doesn't sound like real glass." 

David lifted his brows then he tried again, several times. He nodded at Jason. 

"You're right, Jase. This isn't glass. It might be movie-glass, done from a mass of cleared up sugar" 
"I'd agree." 


Now, Dave wasn't able to stay quiet any longer. 


"Pretty fine," he growled. "So, you guess it is painted movie-glass. Very well. Let's break it down" 


"Good idea," David just said. 


He ordered Dave to run up the corridor, pushing the wheelchair hard to accelerate it to a maximum, so David 


would have been able to break the false wall with his feet on the foot-rests of the wheelchair. 
"No way," Dave answered and pressed together his lips to a small line. 

"Sorry? But | wan .." 

"| said, no way," Dave replied. "I don't allow that you'll do such a risky thing. You might get hurt" 
I'm already hurt, baby." 

"That's right. But | won't stand it if you'd get injured a lot more by doing such a stupid thing," 
"But, sweetheart .." 

"No." 

"Dave is right," James all of a sudden threw in. "This ain't an option" 


Dave quickly looked at him, eyes wide. He never had thought that James would have said anything like this to 
help him. 


"Sorry?" David looked from James to Dave and back. "Would you both please enlighten me about ..” 


"David, we can't let you do this," James said. "We can't risk you getting more injured than you already are. We 


need you. You're the Master of the maze ... Besides | also dont want you to get hurt. | couldn't stand that, 


too. 
David considered James‘ argument for a moment then gave a brief nod. 
‘Okay, | think you are right 


Dave, who had held his breath, now exhaled deeply. He glanced at James, his hazel eyes glittering with tears. He 


was so relieved. James held the look. 


He and Dave knew very well when they had to support another. And now they had to do so. The situation was 


a very dangerous and critical one. It wasn't the time to fool around, or to start another fight. 


David sighed and rubbed his forehead. Now he looked a little tired. 

"But who should do it?" he asked. 

"IIl gonna do it," Dave immediately said. 

"Dave, you already have done the snake-corridor," James mentioned. "Let me .." 


"| HAVE done the snake-corridor but YOU and Jason have shot the snakes," Dave answered. "It's no big deal for 


me, and ..." 
"You should do it together," Jason now said. 
Everybody looked at him. He shrugged. 


"They both are tall guys, lots of muscles and so on .. | can't do it because David needs me, as it looks like, and 
my fucking shoulder weakens me. And Kirk is a fast sprinter - but he hasn't enough weight to break down 


such a wall, glass or not." 


The guys knew that Jason was right. So, James and Dave went back but stopped before they reached the 
snake mess. They both barely were able to look at the creepy pieces of the former snakes. 


James had handed his gun over to Jason because he didn't want to risk anything. He didn't want to shoot 
himself if a shot would break by accident, also he didn't want to loose the gun. Now, Jason held James’ gun, 
the barrel directed at the floor beside his feet because he had loosened up the security bolt and had got the 


weapon ready for immediate shooting. 


Kirk had lowered his head and stared at the floor. He hadn't wanted to get a gun and to have to fire at 
someone or something. But it hurt so much that none of the others had considered asking him if he'd do it. 


They still didn't trust him. Maybe THEY weren't aware of this fact - but Kirk knew. 


Jason had pulled David - inside the wheelchair - to one side wall of the corridor. Kirk stood on the other side. 


All of them carefully tried not to touch the walls. 


Now, David gave a very low and slightly desperate moan then nodded at Dave and James. 


Dave lightly slapped James’ back after they briefly had locked eyes, and then they both ran, 


They hit the wall with their shoulder and one side of their upper backs, exactly as they were supposed to do. 


Dave gave a sharp shout to get rid of the air in his lungs, and James followed suit with a growl. 

The wall exploded and shattered into thousands and thousands of small pieces because of the massive impact. 
Jason, Kirk and David quickly had covered up their eyes and faces to not get blinded by the sharp edged pieces 
of the movie-wall. Jason tasted some sugar on his lips and pressed them together. Maybe Lars had got the 
sugar spiced up with some weird poison. 


They always had to think at Lars’ complete insanity. 


James and Dave hit the floor on the other side of the shattered up wall, and immediately they got up at their 


feet, backing off some steps. The small, sharp looking pieces of the artificial glass covered the floor all around. 
Dave suffered from some minor cuts on his left cheek and temple but there wasn't much blood. He just wiped 
it off with the back of his hand then rubbed about his face with a handful of strands of his beautiful red 


mane. 


David breathed out deeply with a low hiss. He was so relieved that he and Jason had been right .. AND that 
his baby was alright, beside the small cuts. 


Jason felt deeply relieved, too, as he saw that James hadn't got any cuts or injuries of other kinds. He quickly 
stepped over to James and kissed him while he handed him back the gun at the same time. James gave a low 
whimper and stroked Jason's hair for a moment before they parted. 


"Be careful," Jason whispered at him. "The gun is ready to shoot." 


James briefly nodded and then secured the pistol before he got her back under the backside-waistband of his 


pants. He was used to draw a short-barrel gun with his right hand off the back waistband, and he always was 
unbelievably fast as Jason had seen numerous times. And Jason loved to watch James whenever they were at 


the rifle range. 


Jason hadn't been a bad shooter before he had joined Metallica. He was used to hunt with his father while he 
still lived on the farm in Michigan but didn't really had fun by doing so. He wasn't that much interested. But 
James was a born hunter, and he shot extremely precise, not only with his long range rifles with the 
telescopic and night sights, but also with his pistols and revolvers. He didn't care about the distance. He used 
to hit the target spot on and very fast, and if didn't hit his target perfectly accurate, he usually murmured 


to himself without losing his concentration. 
Now, Jason carefully wiped the splinters of the broken wanna-be glass off James' shoulders then stepped back. 
Everybody was silent, and they all stared at the room in front of them. 


Said room was an octagon. Eight corridors - including the one they stood in - got away from the white room. 


In eight different directions. 


Chapter 3l 


Author's Notes: 
This is a chapter for poor Kirk! 


Chapter 3l 


Is this a spider in her web? 
Eight legs - but what's the head 
Or is it just an octagon? 

A simple thing, so let's go on 


But you better think 
Think hard and long 
lf your decision might be wrong 


You will be dead and gone 


Just one of eight is the right way 
Don't wait, don't try to stay 
You have no time, you have to run 


The madman in your back wants fun 


Now you better think 
Don't GUESS - it's wrong 
There isn't even time to blink 


So hurry up - move onl 


„| can't believe this," James groaned and covered his eyes. "Eight corridors! This is abnormal. Who'd do eight 


corridors?" 
"Lars," Jason dryly mentioned. 


"Yeah, well, that might be right but these corridors don't look if they would be a new construction" 


"| agree," David said. "They have been built up during the mediaeval age. So, they are very old" 
"Fuck!" This was Dave. "The constructor of the maze must have been an insane asshole." 
David gave a brief laugh and looked at his boyfriend, pity in his eyes. 


"Dave, all constructors of a maze have a weird fantasy. We all try to get our maze-visitors confused and 
disoriented, so they can't find the way out of the maze without help. That's the fun, and people pay a lot of 
cash to get this fun .. You won't believe it." 


"Oh goodness, this really is weird! I'm not that much into mazes," Dave murmured and then threw back his red 
man. He looked a little embarrassed. "Sorry, baby. If | would have known that you're constructing mazes, too, | 


would have been much more interested" 
"I know, darling. I'm sorry, too, because | haven't told you .." 


"If you'd be able to discuss your personal problems a little later, | would be glad," James mentioned, sighing. 


"We have another problem. Eight corridors! EIGHT!" 
"There are just seven," David answered. 


"What? Do you suffer from dyscalculia?" James pointed at the tunnels. "There are eight of the fuckers. 


Including the one we already have passed. Would you please consider that?" 
"| always consider EVERYTHING .." 
"Absolutely," Dave quickly added. "My baby always does this." 


James rolled his eyes. "l'm sure, your baby does. But how to solve this problem? | can't think of Lars doing 
such a simple thing like NOT counting this corridor. The Danish gnome is such an absolute cruel fucker." 


"Right," Kirk all of sudden said. Everybody looked at him. "But | know him. He isn't interested in using or doing 
anything a second time if it has failed His rage is murderous. Pretty often he does really awful things to 


people who had embarassed him." 
"Are you sure?" James frowned, 


"Yes about this | am. He hates failures. His own - and those of guys he's doing business with, also of ideas he 
had thought they'd be brilliant .. If a business doesn't work out as he hoped for, he uses to get hysterical 
Absolute and non-stoppable hysteria, for hours. You should have watched one of his fits, it's awful. He yells 
and cries and squeals with his head nearly getting blue, he also had wrecked his personal rooms many, may 
times, and he even smashed my guitars into very small pieces and splinters, the fucking asshole, wherever he 


spots one my babies and manages to get a hold of her, and if I'd try to get it away from him he ... he ... He 


has hit me with my black ‘Ouija’ .. She's completely smashed ..” 


Now hot tears of worry and deep sadness rolled down Kirk's cheeks. He wept like a child whose beloved pet had 
died all of a sudden, and he wasn't able to stop. 


Quickly, Dave stepped over to Kirk and took him into his arms. He pulled the crying guitarist close to his own 
body, running his hands over Kirk's back to comfort and to cheer him up. His own eyes were full of tears. He 
knew a lot of being sad when one of his most beloved guitars got broken beyond repair. 


But it wasn't the same. Kirk had designed the ‘Ouija’, and the guitar had had a perfect sound. 


"Oh, goodness," James whispered while David patted Kirk's hanging down and shaking hand. "And | just wondered 
that he hadn't played the guitar since month .. Oh Kirk, I'm so sorry." 


"I know," Kirk hoarsely whispered into the wet fabric of Dave's shirt. 


Dave carefully pulled up the backside of Kirk's expensive looking designer shirt. Everybody gasped because of 
shock. 


Kirk's back was covered up in multiple large and some smaller haematomas in black, blue, green and yellow. The 


black and blue ones seemed to very fresh. There also were several cuts, two of them still stitched up. 


"Oh, my god," James moaned. "Why didn't we notice Kirk's awful wounds .. You must have been in so much pain, 


Kirk." 


Kirk just shrugged then lifted his head to wipe his face. The fresh tears had got it cleaned up a little. His eyes 


were red from weeping. 


"I am used to it," he whispered. "And he never hit me on my head just on body parts what could get covered 
up with clothes, so nobody would notice it." 


"Oh Kirk," Dave whispered, still staring at poor Kirk's back. "Those cuts .. They look pretty new... 


"Yeah, they are new .. He whipped me with his favourite whip because | begged him to save your lives .. But 
he tried to not cause too much damage .. But Jim .. my Jimmy .. he had to stitch me up." 


"Il kill the fucker," James growled in a low tone. "No way, that he'd get away with this.’ 


The guys thought about Kirk's awful treatment for a moment while they looked at each other, but just 
briefly, shaking their heads in shocked disbelief. 


But unfortunately they hadn't the time to discuss about every facet of Lars' mad and cruel brain and weird 


ideas. 


They guy was mad because of his paranoia and the voices inside his head, and that was all they had to think 
about. 


Finally, David gave a sigh. He looked more tired. 
‘I'm sorry but we have to go on," he said, shrugging. "Let's just do it" 


Again, he showed that he really was the Master of the maze. He suddenly held a gyrocompass in his right 
hand, staring at it in perfect concentration He had lowered his head and his long light-brown hair hung down. 
The other men held their breath. They didn't want to make the maze-master nervous in any way. Their life 
depended on him. 


David looked so harmless. He always was a friendly guy, and all of the other musicians never would have 


thought about him as being such a smart guy. 
But he was. 


And he knew his business very well. All other maze-masters all over the world adored his knowledge and his 
own extremely well and complicatedly constructed mazes. He also was a master in reconstructing very old 


mazes. 


Mazes hadn't been of much interested for a very long time, especially mazes which didn't belong to the garden 


of a large estate or castles and royal palaces like Versailles. 


Louis XIV of France - the Sun king - used to have a perfectly constructed hedge-maze to give pleasure to his 
many guests and courtiers. These people got bored very easily because their only job was to please ‘le roi 


soleil’, nothing else. They all wanted to get a position as a servant for the arrogant king, and if it had been the 


job to wipe the royal ass. 


They just had to wear extremely expensive clothes, losing all their money for getting them done while doing 
everything what the king wanted them to do - on the spot - and waiting for being noticed by the king. If they 
didn't please the king or thought about intrigues, or didn't the always being hard up Sun king by coming up with 
enough cash to support him and his intrigant underlings they usually lost their heads, or had to burn in the 


executioners’ fires, accused of being Black wizards or witches, planning to murder the king. 


It also was usual to get them killed by poisoned clothing, especially under-dresses or night-dresses if the Sun- 
king or his brother, the so-called ‘Monsieur’, didn't like their attitude. Nobody had the chance to refuse 
accepting such a cloth, given to him by the king as a generous present. There were much of antidotes and 
salves but those things didn't work all the time. Lots of the underlings used to consume small doses of arsenic 
to get a certain tolerance when the king or his perverted brother got the sudden idea to kill one of them 
because they didn't want to see the face of the poor guy any longer. 


Monsieur was pretty quick with killing other people he wanted to get rid of. He was gay, and he hated his wife 
- Liselotte of the Pfalz, called ‘Madame! - who had been forced to marry the fag who had masses of lovers 


and ‘favourites’. Anyway, Monsieur managed to get her pregnant numerous times. 


She died young. 


But Ludwig's maze in Versailles was one of the best constructed hedge mazes, and still was. David blindly would 


have found the way out of this maze. 
He also was extremely familiar with the mazes in Scandinavia, Germany and the whole Commonwealth. And he 
could have ran up the many hidden tunnels and burial crypts in most of the large pyramids in Egypt. He had 


discovered several extremely well hidden crypts - along with a team of archaeologists. 


And none of his fellow musicians - not even his lover and boyfriend Dave had got this. David wasn't much 


interested in archaeology or the history of older ages in general. 


Now Dave felt like a stupid dork. 


David watched the moves of the needle of his gyrocompass to got precise information about the position of 


the magnetic north pole. Finally, he nodded to himself and lifted his head. He pointed at the fourth tunnel inside 
the octagon room, counted up from the corridor's position with the fake and now broke down glass wall where 


the guys still were standing. 


"This one," he firmly said. "We have to take THIS tunnel.” 
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Chapter 32 


Of course, David had chosen the right corridor. The bassist was extremely concentrated. He had his eyes 


everywhere, scanning and taking in the walls, the ceilings and the floors, and then staring at his gyrocompass, 


or he used the tuner fork as he had done before. 


Jason was supposed to give a second opinion whenever David wanted to get a precise information about the 
length and quality of different tunnels. The Metallica bassist was as good as the Megadeth bassist by feeling 


and hearing the difference in duration and intense of the walls' vibration. And David knew the maze. 


He hadn't visited it before but the construction plan was inside his brain. He just had to know about their 
position in relation to North. Several times they had to pass separating walls which didn't lead into a tunnel but 
looked like being the wall of a tunnel. If they'd followed those walls they just would have walked in circles. 


David informed his friends that fake tunnel walls were a usual thing in mazes to make it much more difficult 
to find the exit. The fake walls had to get the maze runners disoriented and finally desperate because all the 
corridors around the wall were dead ends for the visitors after the path - which could be a very long one - 
had led the guys inside the maze in the wrong direction. Just one tunnel was the right, and he always had to 
be at the beginning of disorientating isle of the fake wall. 


James asked in whispered tone what the difference between a maze and a labyrinth was because David always 


corrected the guys if they spoke of being inside a labyrinth. 


"A labyrinth just has one certain way out and it's always the right and only way," David answered. "There are 
no crossways or dead end ways which would lead into confusion. You can't get disoriented because you just 
have to follow the path. Well, in good constructed labyrinths such a path could be very long .. The concept of 
labyrinths is very, very old but the pattern in general is always the same. You can find labyrinths everywhere 
- engraved in antique coins, engraved or painted on Celtic stones and burial places, also the pattern has been 
used to decorate fine fabric in the antique cultures .. And lots of labyrinths got used in churches of the 
mediaeval age - done as a pattern in different colours on the floors to let people slow down. Mostly they had 


some religious and contemplative concept.” 


"Ah." James scratched his head, looking desperate. "Sounds interesting." 


"Its FASCINATING," David said. His eyes sparkled because of his enthusiasm. "As | have pointed out, a labyrinth 
always leads the visitor to the exit. If you aren't sure about the way you just can use the ‘right-hand-rule’. 


It's pretty easy. You just have to follow the walls beside your right hand. You can't fail. 
"Really?" James stared at David in disbelief. 


"Really." David nodded. 


Again, he had an attitude like a lecturing professor. With an elegant move of his left hand he stroked back his 
long hair. Without the large plaster on the right side of his head he would have looked perfect. 


"But a maze is completely different because of the possibility of long tunnels with multiple crossways and 
multiple dead ends," he continued. "Also very often multiple corridors run in circles, crossing the same corridor 
or paths which a maze runner already had passed several times without noticing this fact because every 
crossing - we call them knots - looks the same. And if its a 3D-maze then there are bridges and stairways to 
another level what totally gets the visitor confused. Then you can't find out without help .. We maze 
constructors always get helpers positioned inside the maze to get the people out when they started to get 


nervous and then hysterical .. People who are lost inside a large maze easily can get hysterical.’ 
Everybody stared at him. None of them had known this. 
"Uuuhhh .. And we are inside a MAZE?" James cautiously asked. Now he looked very scared. 


"Yes. But as | have told you, | know this maze. The plan of the construction is inside the memory part of my 
brain ... | just have to update my memory if Lars has got done changes. But he would have destroyed this 


very old maze if he'd done too many changes, so he never could have so." 


| won't say this so easily," James threw in. "I know Lars very good and he can't get stopped if he wanted 
something .. He would do everything to get his will” 


"Oh, | DO know about this fact," David said. "But not everything is possible, not even for Lars. And | also would 
guess that Kirk had got it if Lars had ordered to add more tunnels or anything else. The maze is an artificial 
maze inside rock. It won't be easy to get more tunnels or paths because the sound of the drills would have 
been very loud, not to mention the masses of rock stones what he would had to get rid of .. There must be 
several villages around the castle and the estate and | can't see how Lars would have been able to do such a 


thing without getting the people in said villages alarmed." 


"That's right," Kirk now said. "As far as I'm informed Lars bought this special castle with the pretty large 
garden and forest just four years ago, and he also is so much fascinated by old and precious estates that he 
never would destroy them - not even to get other people killed. And | really had to stay here very often, so 
I'd think that | had got it if people with large drills had worked on the maze." 


"But if the maze is deep inside the rock you can't trust .." Dave said. 


"The maze isn't very deep inside the rocky ground," David quickly threw in. "It's a so-called cellar-maze, and it 


is exactly one level underneath the castle or the estate's ground." 
"What? We are just in a cellar?" James called out. 

"Ssshhh .. Not so loud," David hissed. 

"Sorry," James murmured and looked down at the white floor. 


For him the floor didn't look as if he would have been inside rocks. The white paint on the walls also looked too 


perfect to be old 


"The tunnels look pretty new, so | fear that they ARE new," Dave sighed. He felt as bad and insecure as James 
and had articulated James thoughts and fears. "Are you sure about the age of the maze? Think about this 


fake glass wall .. How do you know that it is an ‘old' maze?" 
"Sweetheart, | just KNOW it, okay?" David said. He and Dave had locked eyes. 
Dave finally gave a light nod and briefly stroked David's long hair. 


‘I'm absolutely sure that you know perfectly well what you're doing, baby," he whispered "You are adorable, 


baby. Absolutely adorable!" 


Unfortunately, they hadn't the time to more action as to find David adorable. But Dave clearly looked as if he'd 
rather have made out - or more - with David than to go on with finding the right way out of the maze. 
Jason had to hit him with his elbow another time to get him out of his lusty thoughts. 


After this, none of the other guys dared to disturb David in his concentration as he led them through the 
maze. They all had got it that they played a deadly play, and if there would had been anything like fun until 
this time then the fun was gone. Dave had gripped the handles of the wheelchair and slowly pushed David along 


the corridors. David gestured when he wanted a corridor checked by cigarette smoke or laser light. He also 


consulted his compass over and over again. 


Because it was a gyrocompass there wouldn't have been an irritation by vibrations inside the tunnels, as David 
told his friends. James kept his poker face while getting this information and Jason's facial expression also 
didn't change. Dave frowned and soundlessly shook his head. David didn't notice this because Dave stood in his 


back. 
But Kirk openly showed his doubts. His dark eyes glanced at David without blinking. 


"The gyrocompass easily can by a large magnetic interference," he threw in, his tone low. "You never would get 


this. The thing could be inside the walls." 


"Oh, come on," David replied, frowning. He shook his head. "I always have an eye on the compass, so | would 
have noticed it if the needle had done abnormal movements. You also need a very massive permanent magnetic 
field to get the compass that much irritated. Lars would have been forced to get built in something like a 
large collider to get this effect, and do you know the costs of such a thing. The metal elements of a collider 
had to get cooled down by fluid Helium, and there has to be a large control room, not to mention the large 


amount of fluid gas what continuously had to be on store. No way. Let's go on” 


As the guys silently had passed the tenth corridor in a row without the slightest signs of traps, James got 
nervous and broke the silence. 


"David, there hasn't been a trap yet since we had the snakes and the faked glass wall .. Are you sure we are 


on the right way? How many traps are supposed to be inside the maze?" 


"There are lots of them," David calmly answered. "But the traps could be located inside a dead end tunnel as 
well as on the right passage." 


"Oh shit," James murmured. 
He didn't say more because he didn't know WHAT to say. 


The corridor now sharply bent to the left then narrowed and widened multiple times without looking suspicious 
for a while. 


All of a sudden - after they had reached another narrow part - David held up both hands. Dave immediately 
stopped to push the wheelchair with David inside forward. Everybody looked alarmed. 


Then they saw what David had seen much earlier. 


After the narrow passage the tunnel got wider another time. And the walls of this part were covered up by 
large mirrors, also the floor and the ceiling. 


"Well, now we have a real big problem," David said in a low tone. "This is a so-called dimension mirror. This 


might kill us." 
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Chapter 33 


After David had told his friends that the thing ahead of them might kill them all there was silence for a while. 
They looked at each other then at the mirror walls, studying them in fear. 


After a while they all noticed the fine lines on the surface of the mirrors. They formed small quadrates There 


were a lot of those. None of the guys knew what the lines could have meant. 


"Well," Dave finally said. "We know that Lars is up to kill us and the maze already has killed other guys. So its 
nothing new that this thing in front of us is a killer trap .. But, what the hell, are fucking dimension mirrors? | 


never have heard about such a thing." 
David opened his mouth to give an answer but Kirk was faster. 


‘It's pretty simple .. | mean, it isn’t difficult to understand," he answered in a calm tore. "The mirrors reflect 
your mirror image to infinity because the image goes from mirror to mirror and back .. And back again and 
again, and so on. You surely have seen pictures of candles being reflected by mirrors on two sides, or just one 
side. If you put a candle or anything else inside such a thing you can see thousands and thousands and millions 
of reflected candles. The mirror images seem to be an endless row but in case of large mirrors the images 
get smaller and smaller after multiple reflections because usually the mirrors are slightly concave to stabilize 
them. But because of the endless row of reflected images you'd think they are running up to infinity." 


"Wow." This was Jason. He was impressed. "I really have seen some pictures of reflected candles or persons 
and | always thought about the effect and how it works. Well, | know about the image going from side to side 
but | always thought that there must be an end" 


"There is none," Kirk said. "If you use large mirrors the effect is pretty awesome. The images get reflected 
until they are small dots, and the dots get smaller and smaller. They seem to vanish but they don't. Because 
of the discreet concavity of the mirrors there's also a reflection of the dots, and they grow up again visibly 
after a while. But most people don't realize THIS effect ‘cause they are absolutely fascinated by the first 
effect .. Those infinity mirrors have been used a lot over the ages because they enhance the light. People 
hadn't electricity until the nineteenth century also not electric light bulbs. For example, the principle has got 


used a lot by people who could had the money to afford the pretty expensive mirrors. And by tailors who 
needed an intense lightning effect to do their work in the evening or during the nights." 


"| got that ... But aren't there convex mirrors, too? | mean, this has to be possible, or ain't it" 


‘Of course, it is," Kirk answered. "But grow-up images aren't as nicely to look at for most people. They get 


irritated." 
"I see. That's impressing. How comes you know so much about this thing?" 


| have started to read a lot about physics because physics and chemistry is a great hobby of Jim, and | 
wanted to be prepared to be able to talk about the stuff with him. He's an unbelievable enthusiast when it 


comes to physics, especially quantum physics." 


The other guys smiled. What love could do to a guy - it was fascinating. Jason thought about his activity in 
sports shooting. He had learned it just because James did it. And Dave decided on the spot that he had to learn 
everything about labyrinths and mazes because David was an enthusiast and such a great master of mazes - 


if they'd survive THIS killer maze, of course. 


"Okay, but what's the trick now?" he curiously asked. "I don't see how the reflection of our mirror images 


should get us killed" 


"| can declare that, too," Kirk answered. "l'm sure you have noticed the fine lines on the surface of the 


mirrors." 

Everybody nodded, 

"Well, the lines mean another special effect - a cruel effect. The quadrates can get moved like the landing flaps 
of airplanes, or like car mirrors. So, it's possible to hide something else behind them what shows up when the 
small parts of the mirrors get moved" 

James gave a long-drawn groan and rolled his blue eyes. He looked tired and annoyed. 

"m pretty sure that this isn't a good thing in our case." 

"You are right." This was David now. "In murderous traps - and in laser physics - it is used to reflect laser 


beams to bend them around corners or in bundles of fibres from glass. It's used in medicine as a laser scalpel 


for example, or to have a look inside organs without damaging them. You can easily have a look inside a 


stomach with such a thing, for example. You can damaged tissues repaired by closing up holes, or to DO holes." 
"That's right,” Kirk piped in. "Jim told a lot about such medical use." 

David looked from James to Kirk and nodded. 

"Yeah. But such laser systems can be used in weapons’ technology, too. You have red light lasers for visor 
systems on rifles, for example. And you can easily get damaged other weapons because there are lots of 
lasers with extremely hot beams. They can reach a temperature of many thousands of Fahrenheit. So, it's 


possible to melt or to cut" 


"Uuuuhh, that doesn't sound good," James moaned. "Do you wanna tell us there are such hot lasers inside this 


mirror tunnel?" 
"Exactly. This is what Lars surely had in mind as he got constructed the thing. The infinity reflection of our 


images will get the lasers activated as I'd assume. The mirror flaps will open up, and the lasers will burn us .. 
To death, of course." 


Again, there was silence. Everybody looked extremely shocked. What David had told them sounded very bad. 


James and Dave ran their fingers through their manes over and over again. 

"Shit," Dave finally murmured. "This means that we can't pass the mirror tunnel if we wanna stay alive, right? 
We have to turn and to go back. But then we surely get killed, too, because the killers will wait for us to come 
back." 

"We can't go back because then we can't get out of the maze," David calmly said. 


"Oh no, no, no. Fuck. Isn't there another way to get out?" 


"Of course. We just have to find out where the hidden doors or passages for entering the maze from outside 
are. But | can tell you that it usually is impossible to open up those doors from the inside of the maze's 


tunnels and paths. We HAVE to enter the dimension mirror tunnel." 
Again, David looked at Kirk. 
"What do you think about the lasers inside the tunnel, Kirk? What kind of lasers Lars might have used?" 


Kirk shrugged. 


"As far as | know him | don't think that he bought the most expensive system or a system what would need 
too much energy because the costs also would be too high. He might have got a Neodym-Yak-Laser, or a 
C02-Laser. They aren't too expensive. But they need some time to get loaded up and to get ready again to give 
the next pulse - if he has taken the cheapest variation And | guess that this is exactly what Lars had in mind. 
It has to be as cheap as possible but it has to be a killer effect." 

"That's what | wanted to hear," David said. 

James nearly jumped. "WHAT? Are you fucking crazy?" 

"No, I'm not. Sorry." 


Everybody groaned and got near panicking. 


"Fucking fuck!" Again, this was Dave. "So, you wanna tell us that someone of us has to run up the tunnel to 


activate the lasers to give the rest of us a chance to pass the tunnel unharmed. Right?" 


"IIl do it," Kirk immediately but calmly said before David could have given an answer to Dave's desperately 
sounding question 


His friends stared at him, not believing what he had said. 
"Kirk .." James started to say. 
Kirk threw back his long dark curls. 


"My life isnt worth a shit, anyway. l'Il do it. | don't mind if lIl get killed but | wanna give you the chance to go 
on WIHOUT getting killed” 


"That won't be necessary," David quietly said. 
Now everybody wide-eyed stared at him. 
"Sorry?" Jason asked. "How should this be possible?" 


"Well, let me explain it to you." 


David told the others that it would have been possible to activate the laser trap WITHOUT someone getting 
killed. One of them had to push his wheelchair in front of him, crouching and crawling behind the wheelchair 
without lifting his head to be sure that he didn't get shot by the lasers. 

"The laser system will get activated by the wheelchair and burn it," David said. He looked very earnest. "They 
guy behind the wheelchair will be safe if he's fast enough - and can crawl well enough. But the others had to 
follow suit because | don't know how fast the laser system will get ready to give the next shots. Maybe there 
won't be a second pulse because of Lars' hate against throwing money out of the window, and because he 
wanted to spare unnecessary energy. But I'm not sure. Anyway, we have to be fast. It's our only chance." 


"Oh shit," Jason groaned. Then he thought about it and asked: "And who should be the one who'll do that?" 


"Kirk," David immediately said. "He's the smallest guy of us, and he's extremely fast. I've seen him on stage 


multiple times, so l'm sure about this." 
‘I'm absolutely fine with that," Kirk quickly threw in. "I'll do it. But, David, you'll lose your wheelchair .." 
"That's not of interest .. We have to survive, and this is our only chance." 


So, David cautiously stood up, supported by Jason and Dave. They held him upright while Kirk knelt down and 
grabbed the wheelchair from the backside. He had given the rucksack to Jason. 


"We can't take the rucksacks with us," James said. 

"We have to,” David said. "| need all the things inside them." 

"Okay, but let's get out everything we DON'T need for you." 

They did so. Three bottles of water and most of the energy bars got put onto the floor, also the cans with 
the paint colours inside. They just kept one of them, the one with the yellow coloured filling. David said so and 
the others didn't question his decision. They were sure that he knew what he was saying or doing. 

They quickly drank some water to refresh themselves then they were ready. 


"Don't you want to try how to crawl while pushing the wheelchair in front of you, Kirk?" Jason asked. 


"No." Kirk shook his head. "I don't want to lose energy.” 


They didn't discuss about the thing any longer. They just got ready. Kirk was in front of them, the others knelt 


down beside another, very closely because the tunnel was pretty narrow. 

"Everybody ready?" Kirk asked. He didn't show his nervousness and tried loosening up his muscles. 
"Ready," David said, and the other guys quickly said the same. 

"Okay. I'll go." 


Kirk was fast, very fast. He crawled through the tunnel like a human lightning flash, pushing the wheelchair in 
front of him without lifting his head. He quickly had done his hair to a ponytail in the nape of his neck, and his 
friends had done this, too, because they didn't want to get hindered by their long hair. To have something to 
get the ponytails fixed, Dave had stripped of his shirt and had ripped off small stripes of the fabric. He had 
left the torn shirt on the floor. 


As Kirk entered the dimension mirror tunnel the laser system immediately got activated. From both sides and 
from the ceiling red laser beams got shot at the wheelchair. All of a sudden there was an unbelievable heat 
inside the tunnel, and the awful smell of burnt or melted metal and plastic. Black smoke rose from the 


wheelchair. 


Luckily, there weren't laser flaps inside the floor. The installing of flaps inside the floor maybe would have been 
too expensive for Lars. Anyway, the guys hadn't had the urgent wish to have lasers inside the floor because 
this would have slowed them down massively. To add to their ‘luck’ Lars really had chosen the cheapest 


system. The lasers got activated behind them AFTER they had passed them. 


Unfortunately, the lasers burnt down the rubber wheels of the wheelchair, so Kirk had to push harder and 
harder. Sweat ran down his face and hit the floor in a shower of droplets. The heat inside the tunnel quickly 
dried them and the water inside them gave sharp hissing sounds. The same happened with the drops of sweat 


which fell off the skin of Kirk's hastily following friends. 


They nearly had reached the end of the tunnel when David broke down. Without a word Jason and Dave gripped 
his upper arms and pulled the unconscious man with them. They got slowed down but the laser system was 
too slow to burn them to death. Jason gave a short cry of pain as a single laser beam hit his right foot but 
James was there to support HM while he still pulled David with him. 


Then, Kirk pushed the smoking and melted down remnants of the wheelchair out of the tunnel, as far as he 
could manage it. Then he was out, too, and crawled forward several feet to give way to the others. After this 
he broke down onto the floor, face first, breathing fast and hard. James had pulled Jason out and hastily 


crawled over to Kirk to support him. 


"Come on!" he called out while had to cough. "The smoke could be toxic, we have to get away from the tunnel ... 


Kirk, come on! COME ON!" 


He pulled and pushed Kirk forward. Fortunately, they quickly reached another crossway tunnel corridor and 
crawled around the corner to the right side because James also was on the right side of Kirk and had to hold 
him with his left hand. He pulled the poor guy several more feet away from the stinking smoke then they both 
fell flatly onto their stomach. 


The next moment the other guys had reached them. Jason fell down on James’ legs and started to cry. Dave 


pulled David with him then fell down, too. 


They coughed and breathed hard, still sweating heavily. But as they had back some energy they crawled away 


some more feet. David didn't move. 


He still was unconscious. 
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Chapter 34 


Wake up - we need you 
Wake up - we love you 
Wake up - don't you have fear 


Don't die - it ain't real 
Don't die - wake up and feel 


Don't die - we are here 


So, wake up for us 
Please, open your eyes 
Please, don't you die 
Don't go away 

We beg you to stay 


"David, oh David, baby, please, don't do this to me," Dave cried out in deep mental pain and stroked David's 
deadly pale face. "Baby, my baby, oh my baby .. | need you so much. | can't live without you. Come on please ... 
Please, please, PLEASE!" 


His flat hands desperately hit the floor. He wouldn't had got it if he'd hurt or damaged his hands or fingers - 
the guitarists fingers he needed so much to do his job. He didn't care. 


Then he stroked David's face once more. Tears ran down his cheeks which were dirty from the smoke, and he 


kissed David's hand over and over again while his body got shook by sobs. 


The other guys were in deep shock, too. Kirk wept, moaning and trembling desperately. His body shook all over. 


"No, no, no," Jason whispered. "David, oh David This can't be real. It isn't reall" 


He breathed hard and coughed because he had got a lot of the awful smoke inside his lungs. James hadn't back 
his full respiratory capacity, too, especially after his pneumonia, and his lips slightly got livid while he 
continuously had to cough without pause. He had his hands on the floor and hung his head. His ponytail had got 
lose and his long mane also hung down. The muscles in his legs cramped and he groaned because of his pain and 
exhaustion. He felt like throwing up every moment now but there was nothing inside his stomach - except a 


little water - what would have been worthy to get thrown up 


"Lars .. LARS, DO YOU HEAR ME?" he hoarsely croaked between coughs. "You .. you have .. have to pay for 
this. You will pay .. DO YOU HEAR ME?" 


He coughed again. Tears fell down at the floor between his swollen hands. 

Jason gave a whimper of pain. He held his right shoulder with his left hand to support himself while he 
carefully put off his right sneaker. A burn hole was to be seen on the outside. Jason hadn't any socks, so the 
single laser beam had penetrated the shoe and had burnt Jason's skin underneath the leather. But to his luck 
the wound wasn't too bad because he had pulled back his foot very fast. It just hurt a lot. 


Jason grabbed at one of the rucksacks and reached inside to get a tube of cooling salve - with an anaesthetic 


effect in addition - he had seen, and then he put a small amount of the salve on the burn wound. 


In the meantime Dave kissed David's pale face and shook the silent body, gripping David's shoulders, still sobbing 


and crying loudly, calling out David's name over and over again. 
David didn't react in any way. 


"He dies .. he dies .. He's gonna die," Dave shrilly cried and breathed fast and hard. "My baby is gonna die ... Oh, 
my David, my baby .. HE'S DYING .." 


His quickly started to hyperventilate, getting hysterical more and more, ripping his long hair out of the ponytail 
and ruffling it. 


The next moment someone slapped him across his face, hard and with a firm hand. 


It has been Kirk 


Dave jumped and stared at Kirk His mouth hung open but he had stopped to cry. 


"Stop it, Dave!" Kirk hissed at the redhead. "You fucking don't help David by getting all hysterical .. Go away! I'll 
try to wake him up. GO AWAY! Fucker, | said: GO AWAY!" 


As Dave didn't react, Jason grabbed at him and pulled him off and away from the unconscious bassist. At first 
Dave was completely shocked then he started to struggle against Jason and to yell like a fury. 


"SHUT UP, FUCKER!" Jason slapped Dave's cheek, too. "Do you wanna get us caught by Lars’ killers?" 


‘|... | just want .." Dave whispered. He looked at Jason with his eyes wide open. "It's David .. David .. | have to 
help him." 


"I know. We all know this, Dave .. But, please, try to stay quiet and let Kirk try to wake David." 


Jason held the eye-contact to Dave, and finally Dave nodded. His red mane was a completely ruffled mess, and 


Jason stroked it back over Dave's shoulders while he still had his hand around Dave's right upper arm. 


James had managed to stop coughing, so he did his best to help Kirk who had stripped off his black shirt. He 
had wetted the fabric with water and started to wipe and to dab clean David's face. James slowly got some 
water run over David's face, chest and arms while he lightly slapped the poor guy's cheeks. 


Kirk had his fingers around David's right wrist, feeling for the pulse. At the same time he checked the colour 
of David's lips and fingernails and watched him breathe. 


"How is he?" James whispered. 

"His pulse is getting slower," Kirk calmly answered. "Now the heart rate is down at 40 to 95 beats per minute, 
I'd say .. He had more than |50 beats per minute as we started, and a very flat pulse. But now | can get the 
artery's pulse much better.” 

He looked at David's fingernails once more. 

"Getting rosy," he murmured, 


He slapped David's cheeks, too, very cautiously. 


"Come on, David," he ordered "You have to wake up. We need you, we can't get out of the maze without you." 


James splashed the rest of water inside the bottle into David's face, doing this not very gentle. 


"COME ON, FUCKER! Wake up! We need you .. DAVE NEEDS YOU!" 


A sudden gasp. 


David had opened his lips and gave a whimpering sound. He weakly lifted his left hand to push James away but 
didn't succeed. his fingers slid down James’ chest then his arm and hand fell back at the floor. 


Jason had no chance to hold back Dave who was beside his baby in the blink of an eye, bending low to kiss 


David's face all over, stroking his hair. 

"Baby, come on, please .. Please, wake up. Open your eyes ... Please, lemme see you beautiful eyes, babe. David, 
please!" he urgently whispered into David's ear. "| need you so much. | love you so much ... You're my life, my 
sweet little Junior." 

David slightly turned his head, and then a very small and weak smile was on his lips. 


"Da .. Dave ... Davie?" 


"Yes, baby, yes, l'm here. Davie is here ..'m here." Dave kissed David's lips. Tears ran down his dirty cheeks. 


‘I'm here with you, baby. | need you so much." 

David's weak fingers touched Dave's face, and immediately Dave took his lover's hand and kissed his fingertips. 

"| love you so much, sweetheart," he whispered. "I'm with you .. Are you with me, too? I.. | love you so much." 
It took a while but then David smiled, his eyes still closed. 

"And nothing .. nothing else matters,” he whispered back. "Nothing else matters .. Nothing else .. Wanna hear .." 


Dave hung his head and his red mane fell down and covered up David's face. The other guys heard him swallow 


hard several times. 


James frowned and looked at Kirk then at Jason who now was kneeling beside him. Jason just shrugged. He also 


didn't get what was going on. 


Then, Dave started to sing. 


"So close, no matter how far ... Couldn't be much more from the heart ... Forever trusting who we are .. And 
nothing else matters." Dave's voice was soft, and he didn't hit even one wrong note. "Never opened myself this 
way ... Life is ours, we live it our way .. Trust | seek and | find in you .. Ev'ry day for us something new .. 


Open mind for a diffrent view .. And nothing else matters .." 


The Metallica guys didn't see David's face but they HEARD his smile. David lifted his arms and slipped them 


around Dave's neck. 
"And nothing else matters .. Love you, Davie, love you," he whispered and kissed Dave. 
James, Jason and Kirk were speechless. 


They wouldn't have known what to say. 
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Chapter 35 


The guys nearly didn't believe it. David has woken up. And he seemed to love a certain song. James felt 


something like happiness grow up inside him. 


After Dave had sung ‘Nothing Else Matters’ to him, David fully regained consciousness. He rubbed his face and 
smiled at Dave who opened up a small can of an isotonic energy drink to let David drink while he supported him 


with his hand, lifting his lovers head with his own hand under the backside and nape of the neck. 

None of the Metallica guys said a word about Dave singing the song James had composed and always 
performed on stage, not even James. He never would have blamed Dave for it. All of them just felt deeply 
relieved because David had woken up. 


David now had drained the can and licked dry his lips, looking from one to the other then frowned. 


"This ..this hadn't been easy, right?" he said, his voice now stronger. Dave helped him to sit up. "I'm really 


sorry that | blacked out." 


‘Oh no, you don't need to be sorry," James immediately answered. "But we had been in fear you might ... you 


might .." 


"Die?" David nodded. Dave held his hand while he smiled happily. "Yes, of course. That's Lars’ intention. He has 


planned this maze to kill." 

"IIl get him pay for everything he had done to us," James said. "He has to suffer. A lot" 

Jason sighed. "| can't say anything against it. But do you think that he's watching us now? Or his killer troop?" 
"No," Kirk immediately mentioned. “There aren't cameras all over the maze. To install micro cameras would 
have been much too expensive and too difficult. But there is an alarm system what gives signals when a trap 


gets activated. Then, the security murderers inside the upper control room can switch on the mini-cameras 


nearby the trap and can have a look .. It's because they need to know if there are corpses or injured persons 


who have to get brought out" 


"Funny, really funny," James murmured. He didn't look amused. "Kirk, do you know where the hidden doors to 


the maze might be located?" 

"No. I'm sorry. But | guess they had to be somewhere nearby the traps." 

"Yeah, but usually there's a security distance to the traps to avoid getting injured by toxic smoke, or by 
injured guys who still could be dangerous," David said. "In normal mazes we usually have a short security 
distance, too, to avoid a shock for hysterical people who have lost orientation. The helpers then have the 
possibility to announce their presence by calling out, so the mazes' visitors don't feel threatened. In Lars' case 
the killer command surely is up to have the chance to catch and kill the maze runners if there are survivors 
of the traps." 


There was a short silence while the friends of both bands looked at each others. 


"Why are we still alive?" Jason finally asked, frowning. "We have done several traps, and no one has showed up 


until now." 


| really don't know," David answered. 


After he had recovered as good as possible, Dave lifted him into his arms to carry him. David protested but 
Dave shook his head. 


lll carry you for a while," he firmly said. "You are still too weak, and your wheelchair is gone. AND | wanna 


feel your body, darling.” 
David smiled at him. 
"You are so sweet, babe," he whispered, his arm around Dave's neck He adoringly looked at Dave. 


James felt Jason's hand touching his and closed his fingers around Jason's. He was so happy that Jason was at 


his side, and that his baby wasn't injured too badly. 


Jason had got back on his sneaker, and for some steps his foot hurt. But the pain was tolerable, and Jason 
then was able to walk pretty normal. 


David again held his gyrocompass and glanced at it. 
"The maze ain't too large," he said "But as it seems, Lars’ traps are pretty perverted.” 
"What will come next?" James anxiously but curiously asked. He still held Jason's hand. 


"| don't know," David answered. "I really don't know. And I'd prefer to NOT tell you about the possibilities or my 
list of traps because a lot of the traps could be inside the dead ends of the maze. It would be illogical to spice 
up just the right way out of the maze because then every victim easily would get it which one is the right 
way. If he'd survived the traps he already had passed, of course.” 


‘| agree," Kirk threw in. "Lars is a fanatic. He always tries to think about every risk and about what could 


happen, of course in this about case the best ways to kill his enemies." 


Now, David pointed at the left side of another crossway they had reached. Jason did the usual and lit up a 
cigarette to blow smoke inside the tunnel to be sure there weren't any laser beams. David checked the tunnel 


with his laser pointer. The way was secure, so the guys carefully entered the tunnel. 


"Are you really sure that Lars suffers from schizophrenia, Kirk?" James quietly asked while they walked along 


the corridor, glancing at Kirk. 


"As it looks like, yes." Kirk shrugged then sighed. "Jim says that Lars has the symptoms of a full-grown 
schizophrenia. But he also guesses that Lars has a severe personality disorder because his perversity and 
cruelness already has been there as he has been a little one, and Jim says that THIS is a rare case. He thinks 
that Lars might be an extreme case of a dissocial personality disorder from the beginning on. But Lars is too 
intelligent to let others notice his disorder .. As Jim had been a child himself he always suspected that Lars 
was a notorious liar. He felt that something was wrong but he didn't know WHAT would be wrong. He felt very 
uncomfortable when Lars was around ... And he knew that Lars tried to steal everything from other people if 
he wanted something, and that the sudden death of Jim's beloved pet mice had something to do with Lars .. 
But nobody of his family has been sure about this because especially his parents didn't find the vanished and 


missed things hidden inside Lars' rooms or somewhere else in the houses they had" 


He paused for a moment then continued. 


‘Lars and his parents paid up Jim's study of medicine, so Jim thought his feelings about Lars being a psycho 
must have been wrong. Lars supported him with money while Jim was a junior house officer in a hospital in 

New York because he nearly wasn't able to come up with the rent for his pretty small apartment. Jim hated 
that he had to take this money but he also wanted to get a senior house officer in anaesthesia and intensive 
care. He begged Lars to let him pay back the cash but Lars always said that it would be his duty to help his 
brother, and because of his deep shame and regrets about what he had done to Rosie as he'd been a kid. So, 


Jim never had a chance." 
"How comes that Jim is working for Lars now?" Jason asked. "I mean .." 


"Lars insisted that he NEEDED Jim because he'd be the best physician he ever had seen .. And when Jim has 
got it that Lars just wanted to have him as a slave physician and to control him, he wanted to get out. But 
then Lars threatened to kill Jim's parents, his sisters, and his OWN parents because they all would have 
treated him so bad. Jim knew that Lars really would have done it - and still would do, so he stayed. And as he 
fell in love with me he decided that he HAS to stay to protect me as good as he can manage it. It's so hard 
for him to know that Lars uses me as his love toy, and that the fucker is torturing me with his sadistic 
fantasy .. He pays Jim a shitload of cash but Jim isn’t interested in money any longer .. Lars thinks that he 


can get everything because of his fucking money." 


All of the guys were shocked. 
"He has stolen the money of Metallica .." Jason started to say after a brief silence. 


‘Ours, too," Dave immediately threw in. "I always suspected this because we got a lot of cash for our platinum 
records, and | really couldn't get it why we didn't have an adequate income to support us, as Lars always liked 
to point out. But HE had several very expensive cars, and | found out that he had paid up for the fuckers with 
cash .. | asked him where the cash had come from after he continuously told the rest of the band that we'd 
all been losers because of our drug abuse and inability to play a show without blaming him. But after a while 
we all got suspicious. He always supported us with drugs, and we never knew how much he has paid up for the 
shit. But I'm pretty sure about him lying to us about the costs of the fucking drugs .. AND about the costs 
of our personal, our crew, the stage construction, and so on. He ALWAYS said that there wasn't any more 
money left. Finally, David and | decided that we had to enter rehab to get this sorted out. After that we threw 
Lars out of the band .. Otherwise the band won't exist any longer. 


"Maybe, Lars has spent the money not just for his fucking cars," Jason said. "He might have needed it for his 
own drugs .. As he still had been in Metallica, he always used cocaine, and it had to be stuff of best quality ..” 


Dave shook his head. He still carried David. 


"No. Lars never touched any drugs while being our drummer. He also was very careful with alcohol because it 


would alter his drumming performance as he said." 


"There wasn't anything like ‘drumming performance'," James growled. "The guy didn't know the difference 
between a snare and a bass drum, not to mention the cymbals." 


David giggled. He looked much better. 


"That's right. It has been awful. | always was near hitting him with my bass while we did a show, to make him 
take over my bass line rhythm. But this would have looked very bad to the audience." 


"| always had the same impulse - | mean, to hit Lars off his drum stool. | guess that | would have played the 
drums much better than this psycho, and James would have drummed better, too," Jason dryly threw in. "But 
its funny - HE says that YOU never held the beat because you always hung up behind your amps to shoot 
up, and that Dave mostly didn't remember just one verse of his own lyrics, so he was completely disoriented 


while doing a show." 
"ll kill the asshole!" Dave immediately threatened. 
David lifted his head a little more and kissed Dave's crook of the neck. 


‘Oh baby, don't. The fucker isn't worth the effort" His boyfriend gave a low growl, and David looked at the 
others. "I always held the beat - with or without booze and drugs ... | can play the bass while sleeping.’ 


"We know that, David," James said, running his fingers through his long - and now dirty - blond mane. "Lars is 
a notorious liar. He can't even talk without lying. I'm so angry with myself that | didn't stop him earlier but | 
thought that I'd be paranoid. Well, paranoid and DRUNK all the time .. But | maybe DIDN'T want to see or 
believe it" 

"Until | told you about Lars’ frequent jaunts to his banks in Liechtenstein or Switzerland," Jason mentioned. "One 
time Ross Halfin has been with me, and we followed Lars to a pretty secret bank in Switzerland. Ross shot a 
row of brilliant photos." 

"Uuuuhh!" This was David. "And you showed Lars the photos?" 


"Nope. We showed them to James." 


‘| was shocked ... Totally shocked,” James added. "Okay, | suspected that Lars had been up to something but | 


nearly fainted as | saw the photos .. The fucker looked like a banker himself. Dark suit, handmade of course, a 
decent coloured tie from silk, black shoes without the slightest sign of dust or dirt .." 


‘Oh, come onl" Dave said with his still reddened hazel eyes wide. "A SUIT? As he was in Megadeth he wore 
unwashed shirts, dirty jeans and dirty sneakers. He always looked as if he'd slept somewhere in the gutters ... 


And he SMELLED like a stinking gutter." 
James laughed and Jason grinned. Kirk grinned, too, and gave a sneer. 


"You should see his bathroom," Kirk said in amused tone. He looked much better, too. "The bathroom has an 
echo because of his unbelievable size. And Lars has rows and rows of perfume and after shave lotions, and 
body lotions, body butter, make-up, hair care products, and so on | can't describe it. He needs two hours 
minimum to perform his beauty rituals .. And if someone dares to disturb SIR Lars, the poor guy has to pay 
for this." 


"What about his security personal?" James now asked. "I can't believe that they all are born killers." 


"Of course not. Lots of them didn't know what they were doing by accepting this job. Lars pays them 
extremely well, and he thinks that all of them are loyal. But that's not right" 


"The guy who supported us with the guns and lots of information .." 


"Lars calls him ‘Number One" Kirk said. "But | know his real name. Its Gerhard, and we call him Gerry. He's 
German and has been commander of an extremely well trained and successful troop of fighters of the German 
GSG 4. Lars saw Gerry and his troop while he had been invited to watch competition combats of the best 
special command units of multiple countries. Gerry's troop won and Lars massively was impressed. He 
immediately tried to talk Gerry into working for him as commander of his security but Gerry declined over 


and over again." 
"But Gerry is here now," James said. 


"Yes." Kirk sighed and looked worried. "Gerry's wife and his little daughter - she has been four - died in a car 
accident. Gerry's wife had visited her parents with her little one, and all of a sudden another car rammed hers. 
She lost control and her car overturned multiple times .. There have been eye-witnessed. They stopped and 
tried to help but Gerry's wife and daughter must have been dead on the spot .. The eye-witnesses told the 
police that the other car - a dark coloured Mercedes - had rammed her car on purpose but nobody knew 
why. The driver of the other car drove off after causing the accident. The police never found him .. After 
this Gerry suffered from a depression, and as he got it that his had lost his ability to do his job as 


commander of his GSG 4 troop well enough any longer and that he might have risked the lives of his 
comrades, he quit .. The rest is history.” 


Everybody felt dejected, especially Kirk. The others were shocked, not believing how intense Lars' cruelty was. 
Silently They entered another crossway corridor after Jason had done his check. Then they reached the end of 
the tunnel and looked inside another pentagon room. Four other corridors branched off the room. At first sight 


everything looked harmless but David had another opinion 


"Get me down on the floor, Dave," he calmly said. "There's another trap." 


Chapter 3b 
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Chapter 36 


It's just a white room 
No echo is inside 
Five walls, five ways 


Five desperate guys 


Which corridor is right? 
The guys are thinking hard in fear 
It's just a white room 


With danger all inside 


Just one wrong step 


And we are dead 


David sat on the floor, right in front of the opening of their corridor into the pentagon shaped room. He glared 
inside said room but didn't break the invisible border to the room by doing so. 


"What do you think, Jase?" he whispered. "Do you think there's danger? It's just a white pentagon room with 
five tunnels. They all look the same .. But | can sense that something isn't right .. So, what do you think about 
it?" 


Jason knelt down beside David. He stared inside the room. 
"| don't know," he finally answered, his tone very low. "The room shows no sign of being a trap. | can't see any 


lines on the walls, floor or ceiling. No lights, no breaks in the surface of those walls, floor and ceiling - as far 


as we can say that from our position But | too have a weird feeling. But as it looks like it's just a white room 


David sighed. He still was very pale and looked sick. 


"This would be too easy. | nearly can SMELL the danger what's coming up but | can't say if its the room itself 
or one of the corridors. And we can't properly see the walls left and right beside our tunnel ... Fucking five 


corridors." 
"There are four corridors too much," James murmured. He wiped the sweat off his forehead. 


Jason and David ignored him. They did their usual procedure with blowing the smoke of a cigarette inside the 
room and the openings of the other corridors, as far as Jason could do, and David scanned the room with 


another laser pointer - a green one this time. 


Nothing happened. There seemed to be no lasers, or anything else what would react to smoke or small particles 


inside the smoke. 


None of them had yet tried to shove just a finger inside the room to break the invisible barrier at the end of 
the tunnel they were in. 


They all had done their long hair into ponytails once more. Dave had several stripes of his former shirt inside 
his pants' pockets. Usually they would have joked about their hairdo but now the situation wasn't funny, so 
none of them said anything. 


All of a sudden David stretched out his right leg and slowly pushed the foot inside the white room, carefully 
laying it down at the floor. The other guys gasped in shock because David hadn't warned them. Dave gave a 
short squeak of panic and James elbowed him, but not too hard. 


Still, nothing happened after David has risked losing his right foot. Everybody breathed out deeply after all of 
them had held their breath. 


"| guess that the room itself is clear," David finally said. His voice trembled slightly. 


"Uuuuhh, are you sure? How can you be sure," Dave asked. His hazel eyes were wide open, his look. "I mean .. 


Are you SURE?" 
‘Of course I'm NOT sure," David answered without turning around to look at his boyfriend. "It's all guess and 
hope that Lars hasn't changed too much of the mazes construction. But we HAVE to go in. There's no other 


choice because we have to reach the next tunnel .. The right tunnel of course." 


"Great," Dave murmured. "Absolutely great. | LIKE deadly risks." 


David preferred not to answer to Dave's gloomy remarks. He looked at his compass for a long while then he 
slightly dropped his eyelids, staring straight ahead into the room without focussing on a special thing or part. 
His friends knew that he memorized the virtual plan of the old maze inside his brain. They wondered how he 
did this but none of them said a word because they didn't want to disturb the master. 

Finally David pointed at the second corridor to their left side. 


"This is the right one,” he said. "But the absence of visible trap-signs inside the openings of the tunnels gets 


me a little suspicious .. Dave, please reach me the yellow painting spray from this rucksack there." 


"Why?" Dave ploughed through the contents of said rucksack. His voice had a certain hysterical undertone. 
"This is so weird." 


"Dave!" David hissed and glanced at Dave, frowning. "Stop the shit!" 
"Sorry," Dave murmured and hung his head. 


Finally he had found what he was looking for and he hastily reached David the can of spray. 


As David started to spray the yellow colour inside the room, Jason allowed himself a small smile then looked at 


the Master of the maze. 
"Insects?" he asked David. "You think about insects?" 


David grinned, briefly looking over at Jason. Then he went on to do his best to cover up the white room with 


yellow colour. 
"Yeah. Sometimes a farm boy isn't such a hopeless case, or a loser, don't you agree?" 
Y P you ag 


"Absolutely," Jason replied and grinned, too. "So, you think there might be insects inside one or more tunnels, 


and you wanna get them out .." 


"Excuse me," Dave now threw in. He got more and more nervous. James didn't look better. "I can't see why 


you, or other farm boys in general, should know anything about yellow or insects, or whatever .." 


"Of course, you don't know." David looked over his shoulder at Dave. "Jason knows because he had to learn it as 
a kid. | had to get it too .. Well, yellow is a favourite colour to insects, they are attracted by it. If they see it 
they make a pass at it. That's why you better shouldn't wear a yellow shirt when lots of insects are around. 
Insects have a very bad sight, so they prefer such a bright and clear colour, and that's why many plants are 
yellow because nature wants them to attract insects to spread their seeds. And if you have a plaque of plant 
destroying insects, you can attract them by yellow coloured sticks. Of course the insects can't leave those 
yellow stick after they had settled down on them because the sticks are really ‘sticky’ .. In our special case | 
try to get it if there are insects inside one or more of those tunnels in the hope they might notice that 


something yellow has shown up .." 


‘Oh, come onl Insects love yellow? How funny." Dave sneered. "Are there bumble bees, maybe? Uuuhhh, l'm 


sooo in fear of bumble bees." 
"You better should," David dryly said. "Because l'm not talking about bumble bees. As I've seen on my trap list 
there must be lots of fire ants somewhere in a tunnel. The fuckers easily can kill an adult, mostly because of 


an anaphylactic shock. And their bites must hurt a lot 


"I even don't like the sound of your words," Kirk croaked. He looked very nervous. "Fire ants. | never have met 
one but | also DON'T want to meet one of the fuckers .. AND I'm allergic against bees." 


Dave and James groaned in unison. 
‘lm so pleased about Lars’ sick fantasy," James growled. "The Danish gnome is such an asshole .." 


| won't say anything against this statement," Kirk murmured. He stared down at the floor, his dark eyes full 
of sadness. He looked very lost. 


James pitifully glanced at him. 
"IF we'll survive this shit we'll have to talk a lot, Kirk," he softly said. 


Kirk just gave a weak nod. 


After David had finished up his painting action the guys waited. No murderous insects or monsters showed up. 


I'd say that there aren't insects anywhere," Jason whispered. "Otherwise they would have reacted .. Maybe 
just several of them - but there would have been a reaction to that bright yellow." 


"| agree," David said. He stared inside the pentagon shaped room without blinking. "Those insects are on my list 


but its pretty likely that they are inside another dead end tunnel.” 
Jason sighed. "What now?" 


I'd say that we have to enter the room," David answered. "I'm not very comfortable with the idea but | don't 


have another one." 

"We really don't have another choice," Kirk said, frowning. "| don't think there are deadly insects, too. But again | 
have to warn you about Lars' cruelty and intelligence. He has the weirdest ideas when it comes to how to 
torture or murder his so-called enemies." 

"I fucking know what you mean" James gave a low howl. "It has been so sick to get David and me onto a glacier 
to torture us. He knows how much | hate a freezing coldness. | really can't stand it, and the asshole knows 
this." 

David covered up his face for a moment and shuddered. Dave softly stroked his back. 

After a short while they had back control about their composure. 

"Now, who of us should try to enter the fucking white room first," Jason finally asked. 

There was silence for a while. 

"IIl do it," James finally said. His voice sounded firm. 

Everybody looked at him. He knelt behind David, right beside Dave. Spontaneously, Dave laid his hand onto 
James' shoulder, giving it a light squeeze to show his sympathy. James looked at him. His blue eyes were clear 


but his look not without a sign of fear. 


"Okay," David said. 


James stood up and carefully made his way to the ‘invisible border’ of their tunnel. David still had his foot 
inside the room. Nothing weird had happened since he had put his foot down at the floor. 


James slowly stretched his right arm inside the white room. There wasn't a reaction of any kind. The room 


stayed silent and flawlessly white, also the other corridors. 


Finally James pushed his right foot onto the floor of the room. He leaned forward to get some weight onto his 
leg. 


Still, nothing happened, no explosion or another dangerous activity. James set his other foot inside the room 


and did a small step. 


This was the moment when - all of a sudden - the floor snapped away under James’ feet. A deep and dark pit 


was underneath, and James cried out in horror. 


He lost balance and fell down. 
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Chapter 31 


The very same moment Dave saw James lose his balance as the floor of the partly yellow painted white room 
all of the sudden had been gone he grabbed at the backside of James’ shirt, fast as a lightning bolt. His fingers 
cramped painfully but he didn't let go, holding James just by the upper backside part of the shirt. His well 


worked out arm muscles tensed up to a maximum. 


James' flat hands hit the edge of the tunnels floor where his friends still were inside. Instinctively he tried to 
find a hold. His fingernails broke as he tried to claw the floor. But his swollen fingers had not enough strength 
to keep him in this position. Not with the rest of body hanging free about the dark hellish pit. 


He even didn't give a sound because he wasn't able to do so in his sheer panic. He struggled for his live. But he 
didn't find a footing to stop the rapidly vanishing power he had. Sweat ran down his face. 


But then David and Jason were there, too, and gripped James' upper arms. David's teeth gave a sharp sound as 
he gritted them. He threw back his head in pain. Kirk quickly took over and David fell down on his back, 
breathing hard. 


With the help of Jason and Kirk Dave pulled up James. They dragged him over the edge of the floor and then 
into the tunnel. 


James laid flat on his stomach and started to weep, his swollen and bleeding hands flat on the floor over his 


head. 


Jason bent down and laid his forehead to the nape of James’ neck, crying too. He gave desperate whimpers 


while he stroked James head and hair with trembling fingers. 


Dave and Kirk had been fallen down to the floor, too, and leaned their heads to the walls. Tears ran down Kirk's 
cheeks but he didn't give a sob or another sound. 


After a long while James finally moved. He slowly stretched his arms, leaving bloody fingerprints on the white 
floor. His heavy weeping subsided and he just gave fast and quiet sobs. He had no more tears. 


His lips were opened up and his spit tripped at the floor. He didn't care. Every single part of his body hurt, and 
hot burning pain like flames of white glowing fire shot through his limps and up his torso. 


Then his eyes snapped open. 
"Jason," he whimpered. "Jason, are you alright?" 
"Yes, baby, l'm alright," Jason hoarsely whispered, sobbing. "Oh my god .. My baby, my poor baby." 


"IFs okay, it's okay," James moaned. "Please, don't cry, please .. We .. we should have thought about .. about 


me falling down .." 
"That's right," David murmured. He still laid on his back. His head hurt. 


Dave stroked David's arm but he wasn't able to say anything. His eyes were wide open, his look unfocussed. 


After a very long while their breathing frequency was back to normal. 


None of them had the strength to make a comment about Lars’ insane perversity. It was clear enough, 


anyway. They even were too exhausted to think about the things they wanted to do to Lars in revenge. 


James tried to get up to his hands and knees. Jason quickly slid off him and helped him to get up. James' arms 
and legs violently shook 


He managed to lift his head and looked at Dave. Blue eyes locked with hazel eyes. None of the both men said a 
word but after a moment Dave gave a brief and light nod. They both knew about James’ feelings of deep 
gratitude. For a moment James's eyes were full of tears again, but Dave's were wet, too. A single tear ran 


down his left cheek, and he wiped it off. 


Then both breathed in deeply and Dave looked at David. 


"What now?" he asked. 

"| don't know," David whispered. "I really don't know." 

He looked beaten. 

| could try to jump to the tunnel David has mentioned," Kirk quietly said. "I'm a very good jumper .. Then | 
could throw something - maybe a rope done from our shirts - over to pull up one of you after the other .. 
The second one could help me. Maybe, David. | guess that | could pull him up .. James, you and Dave have to 
much weight, and Jason .. well, he's to heavy, too." 

"But I'm heavy, too," David said. 

"No, not in the shape you are .. You've lost a lot of weight since Lars has tortured you until you nearly died," 
Kirk whispered. "I think | can pull you up. | am worked out and that has to be enough .. But I'd understand if 
you don't trust me." 

"Kirk, don't say shit like this," James said, glancing at poor Kirk. "We all trust you. Don't question this. Okay?" 


Kirk stared at him, his dark eyes full of tears. Then he nodded. 


"Okay," he whispered. He breathed in deeply. "Then I'll try to jump over .." 


“There's no chance you'll survive this, so don't even try," a quiet voice said. 
All of the guys jumped and gave cries of shock and fear. 
They hadn't heard or noticed that someone had sneaked into the tunnel behind them. 


There were four security guards in full fighter outfit, the barrels of their guns pointing at the exhausted 


musicians while they slowly and soundlessly came near. 
"Oh no," James groaned. "We are dead. That's it" 


"No," the guy, who stood in front of his comrades, quietly said, his tone low. "We aren't up to kill you." 


"WHAT?" 
This had been Dave who didn't believe a word. 


"You're talking shit. You wanna kill us, and | beg you to do it quickly because | can't go on like this .. WE can't 
go on any more like this but none of us wants to get tortured by Lars any more. So, please, shoot us, but do 


it quick" 
The security man shook his head. 


"Sorry, but | don't want to shoot you. And my men don't want to do this too .. We got alarmed by the special 
signal what told us that the trap has got activated The camera system still is out of order - Mr. Hammett 
sabotaged it kinda perfect - and so we decided to have a look at you ... We are here to help you to get to the 
other side of this pit .. But you both have to hand over your guns because WE also don't wanna get shot - 
and that's pretty likely because Mr. Hetfield seems to be an excellent shooter." 


He nodded at James and Jason. To his astonishment James still had his gun. He hadn't thought about it - until 
this very moment. He felt the pressure of the long silencer of the gun on his ass. But he didn't move a muscle 


to pull out the gun of his pants' backside waistband. 


None of the men said a word for a long moment. Then the commander of the small troop slowly took off his 


helmet with the black visor. He got lose the ponytail in the nape of his neck and shook out his long blond mane. 


His comrades did the same, and they all got lose their long hair while they grinned at the five exhausted guys 
who stared at them. 


All of a sudden Dave started to laugh and threw back his head. His also loosened up red mane flew. 
"| don't fucking believe it," he finally gasped. "You're fans, right?" 


"Absolutely," the blonde guy answered and smiled. "Having a band ourselves ... I'm the bassist and singer. It's 
such a pleasure to meet you because we do a lot of Metallica songs .. The Danish fucker doesn’t know 
anything about this. He hasn't seen us without or fighters outfit yet, so he never noticed our long hair 
because we'd been very careful to cover it up with our helmets or our caps. | guess he still doesn't have a 
clue that we all are undercover agents from the MIS, too. If the little asshole sees a guy in uniform or in a 
fighters bulletproof outfit he doesn't think that the guy to whom he had given the job might be anything he 
ever would have suspected .. He's too arrogant, and all his thoughts run in circles around him - like planets 
around the sun. Besides he immediately gets a hard-on if he sees a guy in uniform. Must be some fetish - like 


the poor zebras." 


He stretched out his hand, very slowly, while he made a short gesture in the direction of the gun under 


James' waistband. 


James and Jason hesitated then looked at each other. They both knew that they had to risk it. Maybe the 
longhaired guys were a trick of Lars to weaken down the resistance of his former band mates .. But they 


really had no other choice. 


And if the security guys would have wanted to shoot them they had had time enough to do it because James 


and Jason always would have been much too slow to draw their guns and to get them ready for fire. 


James breathed deeply in and out as he pulled the gun out of his pants’ waistband. He stretched his right arm 
over his head then laid down the gun to the floor. With an impulse of his bloody fingertips he managed to push 


the pistol some feet in the direction of the undercover agents. 
Jason followed suit. 
"Good boys," the blond commander said, smiling at them. 


He quickly bent down and grabbed the both guns then handed them over to two of his men who got them into 
one of the empty holsters of their uniform. They all wore black bulletproof vests. The vests looked 
unbelievably thin but James knew that the fabric from Kevlar would have absorbed an impact of every bullet 
from the largest calibre. 


The commander gave a sign and his men pocketed their own guns, also the commander himself. Then all of 
them came near and sat down. James and his friends noticed that the men looked young and all of them pretty 


handsome. There was another blond guy but his hair wasn't as beautiful as the commander's long mane. 


"So, you have a band?" James asked. He now sat on the floor, too. "You four? Or are you members of different 
bands?" 


"We four are in the same band," the blond commander said. "Thommy there is our drummer .." He pointed at 
the guy with the nearly black and silkily shimmering hair. "Dennis over there is our lead guitarist, and Jeth is 
helluva shredder on the rhythm guitar. I'm the bass player and singer, as I've said My name is Jay." 


The Metallica and Megadeth guys grinned. 


"What's the name of your band?" Jason asked. "Your names sound pretty familiar to me ... I'm pretty sure that 


I've seen photos of you, too." 


"Could be," Jeth said and told them the name of their band. 
Their colleagues gasped in unison. 


"Wow," James said. "Absolutely .. Wow! You've been one of our openers, last year in ‘Rock Im Park’ in 


Nuremberg, right?" 
"Yes. We played after Anthrax." 


"Fuck," James said. "I'm so sorry and ashamed that we didn't recognize you at first sight after you have taken 


off your helmets." 


“That's no problem and also our intention," Jay answered. "We don't wanna get recognized, especially by Lars of 
course .. But the litle shit of a wanna-be drummer isn't interested in any band any longer, he's just 


interested in his own ass." 
"That's so fucking right,” Kirk murmured. "And in his cock." 
"How comes that you're working for the MID?" Jason asked. "| mean, you are a successful band .." 


"We had been agents of the MID BEFORE we got together as a band. Nobody would suspect that four long 
haired rockers with tattoos would work for a secret service, not even the Hells Angels or the Banditos ... And 
we ARE a successful band and have done three studio albums, that's right, but the cash isn't enough to make 


a living, also we love our first job," Jay said "By the way, Gerry is an undercover agent, too." 
"WHAT?" James nearly jumped. "Doesn't Lars know about this, too, the little asshole?" 


‘Of course not," Jay said. His facial expression was neutral and showed no emotion. "Gerry knows pretty well 
that Lars had ordered one of his special killers for the dirty jobs to ram the car of his wife and little 
daughter. They had no chance to survive. And Gerry knows that, so he finally didn't hesitate any longer to take 
over the job Lars offered him. He wanted to take revenge - sooner or later. As we got that, too, | asked 


Gerry if he'd work as an undercover agent .. As a spy who is the Number One for fucking Sir Lars." 
Kirk breathed in deeply. 


‘Lars really doesn't suspect that Gerry isn't just the former 6864 guy .. | didn't know myself. | just knew 
about the death of Gerry's wife and kid .. But | knew about YOUR band. I've watched your show several times 
from the stages sides, and | recognized Jay's voice without seeing his face .. And Thommy is your main 
background singer. | always found that awesome .. The drummer being a background singer, and a fucking good 


one. 


"Thank you," Thommy said, blushing slightly. 


"But why didn't you Lars tell about this?" Jay asked, glancing at Kirk with his sharp grey eyes. "You easily 


could have done this." 


"That's fucking right," Kirk answered and shrugged. "But why should! mention this fact to Lars who uses to 
beat the shit out of me with one of his fucking whips before fucking me rough? | know that always one of you 
- or one of his ‘special’ assholes - has to watch to make sure that | won't beat up Lars’ ass, or just to bite 


off the fucker's cock." 


"Yeah, that's right," Tommy answered. "But you can be sure that we DIDN'T watch. We always just sat there 
without even looking at the video screens ... It has been hard. We always have been ready to get in and shoot 
down the asshole but our service has ordered us to tolerate SIR Lars’ escapades as long as possible because 
they - and the secret services of several other countries - haven't been ready to collect enough information 
and material about his illegal and murderous activities to get him busted .. | guess that they have enough now 
because we got a signal about Lars being fair ground now. We just have got the order to NOT kill him if 
possible." 


"When did you get this order?" Dave suspiciously asked. 


"Exactly yesterday," Jay answered. "So we prepared for helping you to flee. Jim Ulrich helped us a lot ... He 
deeply hates his brother and wants to take revenge, too. We told him that he shouldn't think of killing Lars 


because we want the fucker alive, and finally Jim agreed" 
Dave gave a sneer. "But now he has Lars, and | hope he still has him." 


"He has," Jay said. "He has given his fucking brother a shitload of a muscle relaxing stuff, so Lars can't even 
blink or breathe without help. Jim had to get him intubated for artificial respiration but he made sure that 
Lars isn't unconscious any longer. To be absolutely sure about Lars’ helplessness he has fixated Lars' arms and 


legs." 


"Sounds fucking good," Dave murmured. He stared at Jay for a while. "So, how will you get us over this awful 
pit to get us out of the maze? Or should we get back with you?" 


"You can't come back with us because there is a heavy fight inside the castle, and we don't want you to get 


injured,” Jay answered. "We'll help you to get over the pit to the right tunnel." 
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Chapter 38 


Thommy, the black-haired drummer and Ml5-agent fired a special harpoon into the ceiling of the white room. 
The barbed hooks of the harpoon forcefully splayed out on the spot and clawed themselves into the rocks 
above the thin white painted ceiling of the pentagon shaped room. 


A cable control hook was attached to the harpoon, and Thommy quickly got fixed a mountaineers safeguarding 
belt system. He and Jay immediately put one of their feet into the safeguarding system and - without warning 
- they both kicked themselves off the edge of the tunnel's floor with their free, heavily booted feet, swinging 
over the horrible pit, just secured by ropes which got held by Jeth and Dennis. 


Kirk and David cried out in shock and fear. Dave pressed his fist between his lips and teeth, biting his knuckles 
so hard that he penetrated the skin. Blood ran from the bite wounds over the back of his hand. But Dave didn't 


give a sound. He even didn't realize it. 


Before the swinging movement's impulse subsided, Jay nodded at his comrades inside the tunnel. The quickly 
pulled at the security ropes to get Jay and Thommy back to the floor of the tunrel. 


Both men didn't look stressed or exhausted in any way. Jay held the safeguarding belt system after he had 
stepped out. 


"Okay," he said, raising his left brow and allowing himself a small smile. He turned around to look at the guys 


from Metallica and Megadeth. "Who will..." 


"Are you fucking CRAZY?" James cried out. "What if the thing won't have tolerated your weight? You'd easily 
could have fallen down this hellish pit!" 


"Oh?" Jay glared down the pit then back at James, shrugging. "No. We've done this numerous times, and 


Thommy is an excellent harpooner. | never would question his qualities." 


"Ooohhh, my god," Jason whimpered and covered up his face with both hands. "I nearly died in fear." 


Jay slapped his arm and laughed, throwing back his long blond mane. 


"Come on. You're bad-ass metal rockers, so you have to be able to stand little adventures like this .. Alright, 
who will be the first to get over this cruel abyss with me?" 


It was James. 
Jay and Thommy got him secured inside the safeguarding system then Jay secured himself. 


All the security men were extremely professional and knew perfectly well about the risks of their manoeuvre. 


Everybody was fully concentrated. 


James tried to stay cool, too, but he was nervous from his toes to the tips of his long hair. He never had 
shied a risk but this was very hard. They all knew about the deathliness of Lars’ paranoid thinking and his 
traps. This wasn't fun. 


Held by his security rope Jay kicked him and James off the edge of the tunnel's floor, and just a moment later 
they had reached the other tunnel David had declared to be the right one. 


During the very brief time by passing the abyss James smelled something weird. He hadn't smelled something 
like this before. But as his feet hit the floor of the other tunnel, he knew all of a sudden what kind of awful 


smell it must have bin: Sulphur. 
He shuddered while Jay got him lose from the security system. 
"Have you smelled that, too ... Is it sulph ..?" 


Jay quickly laid his forefinger to his lips. "Yes, but don't tell the others before they all are here, okay," he 


whispered. "I don't want them to panic." 


So, James didn't say another word but he felt awful. Lars was so perverted, so insane and cruel. Not enough 
that he wanted his ‘enemies fall down the pit - he also wanted them slowly got eaten by sulphur acid to 
torture them in extremo while it smelled like in hell all around them, or what Lars thinks that the hot and 
burning air in hell had to smell. Maybe, the amount of fluid acid was enough to let the victims survive the fall 
but then they never would have had the slightest chance to get out of this sulphur acid. 


One after the other of James’ friends got over the hellish pit with the help of their fellow musicians and MI5 
agents and special command unit fighters. James had backed off several feet into the new corridor because he 
didn't want to hinder the rescue manoeuvre. He first pulled Kirk then Jason then Dave deeper inside the tunnel. 


David was the last one to get transported by Jay. He looked very exhausted and anxious and Jay ordered him 
to not glance down into the abyss. 


Finally David and Jay had reached the other side and David got freed off the security belts and ropes. He sat 


down on the floor. 


"This crazy Danish gnome has the nerves to fill up the pit with sulphur acid. | smelled the shit. How sick is 


this?" he murmured. "No one would survive but before dying a fallen down person would suffer endlessly.’ 
"That's right," Jay said. His facial expression stayed neutral, 


"And that's the last fucking piece of the puzzle," James growled. His blue eyes were full of horror and hate. 
"There's no other way than to kill the fucker. We HAVE to kill him otherwise he'll have another chance to start 


his perverted work again" 


"No," Jay answered, throwing back his long blond mane. "We don't want him killed. He has to suffer, too. A lot. 
Jim agreed and Gerry agreed, too. They can't wait to see him suffer without the chance to get out" 


"You don't know him as good as |," Kirk flatly said. "The little shit can talk his ass out whenever he wants. And 
he ALWAYS wants to do so. No one can stop him." 


"Well, we all have read the psychiatrists’, psychologists’ and the profilers' expert opinions. They all say that 
Lars is much more dangerous than the bizarre murderous guy in ‘The silence of the lambs' because of his 
extremely severe dissocial personality disorder .. There's no way that Lars Ulrich could talk him out. The tax 
audit bureaux of MULTIPLE countries are hot for busting Lars' ass. He must have evaded billions of dollars, 
pounds and Euros .." 


"Billions?" Dave asked with his hazel eyes ripped open 


"Yes, billions," Jay answered. "It has been extremely difficult to get it how much cash it is because he'd done 


the trick in several countries, especially Great Britain, Denmark, Germany and Italy." 


"What? Excuse me but Lars is an US-American citizen," James protested. "Maybe he's Danish, too ..." 


"His US citizenship is cancelled," Kirk said and sighed. "He has sold all his properties in the USA except his 
penthouse in New York. And if he wants to go there he always travels with his private airbus and a German 


passport." 
"A GERMAN passport?" Dave was shocked. "How did he fucking manage THIS?" 
Kirk shrugged and gave a bitter laugh. 


‘Lars speaks Danish, Swedish, English, French, Italian, German and Russian fluently. He has passports of all those 
countries, and you can find a different name on each passport. He doesn't use the Russian passport a lot 
because especially the USA would suspect that the passport hasn't got legally. The Russians usually give you 
everything if you give enough money to the guys who do the passports.” 


"But Lars fucking doesn't look like a Russian. He also doesn't look like an Italian or French guy. This is ridiculous," 
James growled. "Everybody can see that he's a Danish gnome and nothing else." 


"Well, several people who want to spare their cash because of the pretty high taxes of their home country 
also don't look like Russians, but they managed to get Russian passports and are Russian citizens now," Jay 


dryly answered. "They just have to stay in Russia for a certain time per year." 


"Yeah, that's right," Kirk threw in. "And Lars prefers to be a German citizen because he knows that most 
other countries - especially the USA - think that a German passport isn't too easy to get forged, so it 
logically has to be a legal document .. Lars doesn't show up his real face of course - he always got done his 
face and hair by make-up artists, and he had several plastic operations to get rid off some birth marks - but 
the name on the passport really is ‘Lars Ulrich’. To do his very best he has bought a mediaeval castle in 
Bavaria. It has been just a mere ruin when he bought it, so he got it pretty cheap. But he invested a lot for 
restoration, and the castle is extremely luxurious now, also the Germans honoured Lars for rebuilding this 
historical castle .. It's on top of a small mountain and is really beautiful ... | like it, too .. If Lars won't be there 


whenever I'm there. | don't want to mention the dungeons there, if you know what | mean" 

"Absolutely," Jason murmured, taking in the sadness in Kirk's beautiful dark eyes. 

"AND Lars likes to be German because he absolutely adores the late Adolf Hitler who had managed to make an 
unbelievably career from a poor Austrian painter of postcards to a mad German dictator. Lars always loves to 


point out that he must be a legal sibling of Adolf Hitler." 


"Oh shit," Dave groaned. "The guy is so nuts." 


After a brief silence Jay looked from one guy to the other. 


"Okay" he said. "Now you have to go on. The maze isn't very large, and | guess that the way out is pretty 


short now - and clear." 


"Are you sure?" David asked, raising his brows. "| don't trust the fucker. He managed to get drilled that awful 
pit into the rocks. So we can't be sure that he hasn't done a shitload of additional traps." 


"Of course I'm not totally sure," Jay replied. "But we never had to get dead or badly injured victims out of the 
rest of the tunnels. There have been a few guys who managed to get over the deadly pit - but after they 
had reached the end of the tunnel system they got shot by Lars’ killers who had waited for them, so they got 
dead, too." 


"Sounds good," Dave murmured. He slightly had hung his head and his red mane covered up his face. 


"You have no other choice," Jay answered in a quiet tone. "It's now or never. Unfortunately, we can't assist you 
to get out, so be careful." 


"WHAT?" James was shocked. "Why can't you get out with us?" 

"Because there is a fight between Lars’ loyal killer troops and the special unit commands of all the countries 
and secret services which want to bust Lars’ ass inside the castle and all over the rest of the property," Jay 
answered. "We never would leave our comrades alone, so we HAVE to get back to help them" 


"Oh no, man," James groaned. "Please, don't do it" 


"Sorry, but we HAVE to do it, and we WANT to do it," Jay calmly gave back. "But I'm absolutely sure that YOU 


will manage to master the rest of the maze." 
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Chapter 39 


Before the guys went on to make the rest of the maze, Jay told them about the exit. None of them had 
thought about how EXACTLY they had to get out if they would have made it to the exit. 


"The exit of the maze is located inside a Celtic burial mound," Jay said. "Of course, the mound doesn't look like 
a burial mound from the outside any longer because Lars had managed to get the thing covered up .. Anyway 


the burial mound is surrounded by a forest. To get out of the forest you just have to go southwards .." 


"Uuuhhh, how should we know where southwards is when we are stuck inside a burial mound, surrounded by a 
dark forest?" James asked. 


‘Oh, come on, you're a hunter,” David said and giggled. "You HAVE to know how to find out where South is or 
North. Don't be ridiculous." 


"But if it's dark outside and the trees are standing very close, AND if it's cloudy and you can't see any stars 


"He's a real bad-ass metal rocker, isn't he?" Jay winked at the others, grinning, "Completely without fear" 
James showed him the finger and grinned, too. 

"Sweetie, have no fear," David added. "I have a compass” 

"Idiot," James murmured, 

Jason stood behind him and bit his lower lip to keep himself from laughing, Unfortunately he bit his lip wound, 
too, so he slightly winced but didn't stop grinning, James knew exactly what was going on behind his back and 


gave a sneer. 


"Okay, let's go on," Jay said. "You have to leave immediately when you're out of this burial mound ...” 


"What the fuck is a burial mound, hey?" Dave asked, staring daggers at Jay. "I've never heard about those 
fuckers. These Englishmen must be mad. What the fuck are they doing with their corpses? That's weird." 


David sighed deeply but before he could have said anything, Jay laughed and shook his head. 

"A burial mound isn't a freaky idea of modern English people. You can find mounds all over Europe .. Lots of 
prehistoric and then the Celtic cultures used to bury their dead guys - relatively late in pre-historical times. 
Before they started to built up the mounds they burnt their corpses to ashes in a fire burial. But then they 
built burial mounds or graves done from massive and large stones and rocks to honour their beloved dead, and 
also to get other beloved dead guys inside the same grave. That must have been a really big thing for them 


because they seemed to feel great respect for their dead and wanted to honour them." 


"That's weird, really weird," Dave murmured, disgusted. "Anyway, how should we get out of such a weird burial 


mound? | guess it's impossible." 

"No, that isn’t impossible," David quickly mentioned. "Those burial mounds always have a tunnel to get in - and 
out of course - because they were used for burials of several corpses .. They laid the fresh corpses into 
something like bunks, so we maybe will see some skeletons - or parts of skeletons .." 

‘Sounds great," Dave said. He didn't look very enthusiastic. "I LOVE skeletons." 

"You better do," James said and grinned. "As a bad-ass hard-rocker you HAVE to love the shit 

"Idiot" Dave hissed at him but then didn't say more. 

David glanced at Jay. "So, how do we get out? Is the tunnel out of the burial mound free?" 

"Not completely," Jay answered. 

"I fucking KNEW it," Dave growled. "That would have been too easy. 

Nor David neither Jay reacted because of Dave's negatively remark. 

"The end of the tunnel out of the burial mound is covered up with a thick wall of bushes but Lars had s got 
stabilized the burieal mound tunnel by an arteficial one - like the tunnels here. You won't see any skeletons," 
Jay said. "But the last trial of a guy who made it to this tunnel ending has been four years ago, so | guess 


that the thorny bushes have got grown out a lot in the meantime." 


"I see," James said then cleared his throat. "And .. and | guess that the poor guy who has tried it didn't 
survive after he had managed to get through the bushes." 


"That's right," Jay calmly answered. "He got shot by two killers who had waited for him to get out" 


"Great," Dave murmured. "Absolutely great." 


The rest of the tunnels of the maze were clear but David and Jason did their usual control ritual whenever 
the reached a crossway or a new tunnel. David was very concentrated but he was extremely exhausted now. 
Dave wanted to carry him but David declined. Nevertheless he accepted Dave's arm around his waist to get 


supported by him. 


Finally, the guys must had reached the burial mound and stood in front of a massive wall of awfully thorny 
and vicious looking plants and bushes. A small amount of daylight shimmered through the branches and thorns. 


‘Its day. | don't believe it," James surprised said. "This must be daylight 
"Of course," David gave back. "We must have been inside the maze for six or seven hours." 
"Seven and a half," Kirk mentioned after consulting his wrist watch. He was the only one who had one. 


"Fuck," Dave murmured. He ran his fingers through his completely ruffled and dirty red mane. "| didn't realize 
that it has been so long." 


"Well, we have been pretty busy to get our asses through all the insane and murderous traps," Jason meant. 
"You easily can lose your sense of time in such a case. | mostly don't know how long we already have played 
during a gig, and we usually play two and a half hour ..” 

"That's not the same." Dave shook his head. "On stage we don't fight for our lives." 

"You sure?" Jason asked, giving Dave a small smile. 


Dave opened up his mouth to answer but David stopped him. 


"Guys, we didn't have the time to discuss about this shit now," he said in a very serious tone. "We better 
should find a way out, and that means to get through those bushes." 


Everybody now stared wide-eyed at the thorny monsters. Finally Dave touched several of the thorns and gave 
a brief but muffled squeak, ripping back his arm. Blood ran down his forefinger. 


"Those fucker are extremely pointy," he said the licked the blood off his finger. "I just have touched one of the 
thorns, very carefully, and ... Fuck, its bleeding like I'd had cut off my fucking finger." 


He shoved his finger into his mouth to suck off the blood, hoping that the bleeding would get stopped as fast 
as possible. 


"No way to get through the bushes," he murmured around his finger, "The thorns would kill us." 


The guys now desperately sat on the floor at the end of the tunnel. The light there was very soft in this part 
of the maze. For sure Lars had thought that no maze victim would have made it to the exit, anyway, so didn't 
need to spent much of his precious money for more illumination. 

While they had been inside the maze they all had wondered from where the light had to come because there 
weren't any lamps to be seen. But Kirk had told them that parts of the white colour on the ceilings and walls 
were electrically conductive and emitted white light without transporting the electricity through the white 
painting what was used as an isolator. 


"He never would have got lamps installed because they could get used as weapons when broken," he said. 


But much light at the end of the maze or not - how should the guys have got out? 


All of a sudden Kirk cried out - in low tone - with his dark eyes wide open in excitement. 
"| know how we could make it!" 

"What?" Dave jumped on his feet and glanced at Kirk His mouth stood open 

"How?" James hoarsely said. "How, Kirk ..2" 


"Spit it out, fucker!" Dave's face had reddened, he was excited, too. 


Jason and David just stared at Kirk, open-mouthed. 
"Look, there is small part of the bushes where no thorns are to see," Kirk whispered. 


He pointed at the lowest part of the wall of bushes where the main trunks of the awful bushes came out of 
the ground. The trunks were pretty thick and also didn't look as if a person could have gone through. 


"| guess that | can slip through," Kirk quietly said. "| know it doesn't look like being possible but l'm sure it is.” 


He crawled at the very end of the tunnel and tried to forcefully bend some of the trunks aside. It was difficult 
but he managed it. Because he was small and slim and very flexible all his friends saw that he really could 


have done it. 


Jason and Dave hurried over to help him to make room for his body. Kirk had to keep his head very low 
because his hair. He quickly had braided it and Jason wrapped several stripes of Dave's former shirt around it 
to hold it in place. 


Kirk turned his head and looked at his friends. 


"Make some noise," he whispered. "If there are killers outside | don't want them to see and hear me before | 


can see them, okay?" 


"You are an arrogant asshole, Hetfield, and you know that," Dave yelled at James. "I really don't know why | 
have been in Metallica with you crazy fucker. Everything you are able to do is to blow off your brain by 


booze, and you know that, too!" 


"Better a shitload of booze than all the fucking dirty drugs you've found somewhere in the gutters, or for 
what you let yourself get fucked into your fucking ass to get the drugs, fucker .. You're a damned slut. | 
really don't know why | even LET you play some weeks in Metallica, that's it, if you know what | mean, 
Mustaine." 


"Some weeks? SOME WEEKS? | fucking wrote the best songs Metallica ever had, and you did NOTHING to help 
me by composing and writing these songs because you always have been drunk about your sorry ass .. Come 
over here, fucker, and I'll break all of your ribs, and you can also say goodbye to your false teeth because | 


gonna hit them out when | beat you up, you loser!" 


"Have you met a fairy who told you, you might have the strengths to beat me up? Now, lemme tell you that 
it has been some lower devil who has been dressed like a fairy and you stupid asshole have believed the shit. 
That's typical. You never has been very bright, and just because you slut has fucked your teachers, fucking all 


of them | guess, you survived high school. You're the ugliest prostitute I've ever seen" 
"That's enough now, Hetfield! Kiss your ass goodbye ..." 


"You idiots!" Jason yelled. He still stood at the end of the tunnel, bending the trunks of the bushes aside while 
Kirk did his best to slip through like a snake. "Haven't | told you REPEATEDLY that you have to fucking SHUT 


UP? You are such assholes." 


"Newkid, if you don't stop your impertinent shit I'll gonna beat you up, too. You are such a loser," Dave shouted 
with all his strenghts, grinning at Jason. "You even can't count up the strings of your fucking basses, and 
because of this you always just play a four-string. Five strings are pretty to many to count up, asshole. And | 
really don't know why Metallica buys you one bass after the other whenever you've fucking broken your 
strings and don't know how to replace them .. Of course, the other idiots also don't know how to restring their 
guitars, so its pretty clear that everyone of you has to buy new shit whenever you've broken your strings. 
Your techs have no idea how to restring the fuckers, too. | fucking talked to several of the Fender-and ESP- 
managers - well, we laughed a lot - and they said that special teams of poor losers have to work all day and 
all night to paint up a new one of Hammett's fucking weird guitars with his crazy designs because he fucking 
breaks his strings every fucking show you do. The guy must be insane, and he stares at too much awful B- 
horror-movies. If I'd you | would chain Hammett up into the bathroom every fucking evening so he can't reach 


the TV remote and watch horror movies with wrapped in sick mummies." 


"Don't you even MENTION Kirk's name," Jason yelled back "YOU are too dumb to remember your own fucking 
lyrics, that's it. You can kiss Kirk's feet because he saved Metallica because HE knows how many fucking 
strings a guitar has .. And his designs are the fucking best designs | ever saw. Should | mention your weird 
outfits on stage? You look like the dirty slut you really are, and | absolutely can't imagine what Junior might 


see in you, you fairy.” 


All of a sudden there was a loud rustle because Kirk bent the thorny branches of the bushes apart - from 
the outside - using two large pieces of wood he had found. 


He grinned happily. 


"That has been fun, guys, but you can stop insulting another now. There's no killer outside." 


Chapter 40 
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Chapter 40 


Kirk held the branches from tree wood from the outside as forcefully as he was able to manage while Dave 
had grabbed the end from the inside of the tunnel. So they had more power to push the thorny branches of 
the bushes away to let the others slip through the gop. 


Jason was the first one who slipped through. He had turned his body to the side and stood on his tiptoes. He 
quickly reached the outside but some longer thorns had pricked him into his back. But it was tolerable. The 
next one of the guys was David. James held him from the inside while Jason got him from the outside. As he 
had passed the bushes David lost his strength and weakly sat down onto the moss of the forest's ground. 


Because James was so tall, he had more problems to pass the bushes. Kirk, Jason and Dave brought their 
wooden braches higher and pushed the thorny branches of the bush away with all their strength. Sweat ran 


down Dave's face and his arm muscles were tensed up to their maximum. 
"James, fast now," he croaked. "| can't hold very long." 


James quickly bent and ducked to get between Dave's arms then straightened and slipped through as fast he 
could have managed. He got stung by several thorns but didn't care. Then he was out and moaned in relief. 
Blood ran down his back but was covered up by James’ shirt. 


He helped Jason to push the branches away with all the strength they had because Dave had to let go the 
inside ends. He quickly passed the gap, and because he had no shirt he got stung a little more and groaned in 
pain. Blood ran down his back and right arm but he managed to pass through. 


He fell down on his ass beside David, breathing hard. Jason had dragged the rucksack with the medical articles 
behind him through the gap, and was already busy to open it up and to get the tube of iodine salve inside, also 
all of the dressing material. Then he handed everything over to Kirk who knelt down behind Dave's back to 
clean up the wounds there and to put a small amount of the iodine salve on them. After this he provided 


every wound with sterile plasters. He cared about the wounds at Dave's arm, too. 


"Who is the next," he asked, looking at David and James. "You are wounded, too." 


James got rid of his shirt and sat down in front of Kirk who gave a sigh after he had breathed in deeply. The 


he started to clean up the wounds, to put the iodine salve on them and to provide them. 

After he had done James' wounds he knelt down behind David who pulled up his shirt. He only had two wounds, 
and Kirk got them provided very fast. Jason also had just three stings but they had bled a lot because they 
were pretty deep. But Kirk got them provided fast. After Kirk had done this, Jason cared about Kirk's five 
wounds, three at his back and two at his right upper arm. 

"Now let's go," he then said. "We have to leave as fast as we can manage it." 

"David is too weak to walk," Dave immediately said. "I'll carry him." 

"Oh no," David protested and lifted his hands, showing up his palms. "I CAN walk" 


"No, you can't," Dave calmly answered. 
y Y 


"Dave is right," James firmly added. "We have to leave the forest as fast as we can do it, and when we have 


to drag you, you will slow us down" 
David looked at James and Dave then nodded. 
"Okay," he said. 


Fine," Dave answered. “Guys, help me to get him on my shoulders ‘cause | wanna carry him fire fighters style 


to keep his head from hanging down." 


So Jason and James lifted David and got him around Dave's neck onto his shoulders, head on Dave's left 


shoulder. Dave grabbed David's left arm and right leg then Jason, Kirk and James supported him to get up. 
"Oh David," he then said. "You have lost so much weight." 


"| know," David whispered. 


James now had the compass and stared at it. Then he turned slightly to his left side and pointed at the trees 
there. 


"This way," he firmly said 


So the guys followed him. He looked at the compass every ten or twenty seconds to be sure that they still 


walked exactly southwards. 


His legs started to tremble and the muscles cramped, so Jason quickly supported him with James' right arm 


around his neck. He held James’ upper arm to make it easier for James to lean on him. 


Jason's burn wound ached a lot, and blood had soaked the bandages. But he tried to hide his pain. He didn't want 


to slow down them. 
All of a sudden they had reached the end of the forest and David started to cry in relief 
"Oh my god, we have made it," he sobbed. "We have made it" 

The other guys were deeply relieved, too. 


A road lay ahead from them. On her other side were trees, too, but most of them were smaller apple trees. 


But the guys didn't see a village. 

"Look!" James all of a sudden said. He pointed to his left side. "There are two cars." 

"And a house," Dave murmured, his tone doom. "That's not good." 

"Come on, we have to get one of the cars," James quickly answered. "Kirk, what time is it?" 

"Its six am." 

"Very good. | suppose the guys inside the house are still asleep, so | could easily smash the window at the 
driver's side and then hotwire the ignition cable .. The right car is an old Mercedes, and l'm pretty sure that 
the car can get opened easily because there aren't automatic locks. So, let's go." 

His friends didn't protest. All of them knew that they had to get the car to drive to the next village. And 
James who was a car fanatic, doing most of the repairs of his own cars - especially his "Beast" -was able to 
break in the old Mercedes. So, they followed James to the car. 

He looked left and right to make sure hat no people were in side, and then he pulled his shirt over his head and 
wrapped it around his left arm. Because it was an English car the driver's seat was positioned on the right 
side, and every car had to drive on the left side of the road. 


"Shit, this car ain't easy to drive," Dave mentioned. "| never have done this.” 


"IIl drive," James calmly said. 


"Okay," Dave replied. He looked relieved. 


James didn't hesitate any longer. With a hard and fast move of his elbow he broke the window. Because he had 
wrapped his arm by his shirt, the breaking sound of the glass was muffled. Then James quickly opened up the 


doors. 
"Get in," he ordered his friends, his tone very low. 


The guys quickly followed James’ order. None of them spoke. Dave and Kirk took the backseats and helped David 
to lay down on their thighs and laps. David bent his knees, so Dave could get closed the car's door on his side. 
He tried to do this as soundless as possible but the door didn't get closed completely, so he had to open it up 
again and had to close up with more force. 


In the meantime Jason and James had closed up their doors, too. Kirk had crawled onto the backseat from the 


other side, so he didn't need to close up his door. 


James already was busy to pull out the ignition cables after he had damaged the front board of the pretty 
shabby Mercedes. Then he ignited the car by hotwiring the ends of the ignition cables. The old car's motor 
reacted immediately. James gripped the gear lever and a second later the car was on the road to their right 
side. James drove slowly away from the house to get no one inside woken up. But after reaching enough 
distance he forcefully hit the accelerator pedal with his left foot and the old Mercedes accelerated pretty 
fast. James had no problems to drive at the left side of the road. 


"This car looks like a wreck but the motor is very good. | guess that it is a reconditioned engine ... I'm really 


sorry that | have damaged this oldtimer." 
"Yeah, but we will get the car repaired," Jason said. He sat on the passenger seat beside James. 


He knew that James really felt guilty, so he reached over and patted James’ thigh. James briefly turned his 


head to look at Jason and gave him a smile. Then he glanced at the road again, driving as fast as possible. 

All of a sudden the alley ended, and they spotted a village ahead of them. 

"Oh my god," Kirk cried out in excitement. "There's a village .. A village, James!" 

"I can see it, too" James quietly answered. "But are you sure that Lars isn't in control of the people there?" 
‘lm pretty sure,’ Kirk answered. "He always said that aren't of interest for him because of the stupid English 
people there, and he don't want to even speak to them. He's just interested in his noble contacts in London. He 


says that most of them are stupid, too, but have a shitload of cash and country villas or castles he is 


interested in" 


"Okay," James said. "Then let's try to get help there." 


He lowered the car's speed as they had reached the village and slowly drove along the main road. Just a very 


old woman with a two canes was to see, and James decided that she won't be able to help them. 
"James! Look, there's a police-station .. Over there," Jason all of a sudden cried out. 


James just nodded. He was excited and relieved at the same time. He quickly drove the Mercedes to the police- 
station and stopped near it. He pulled up the parking brake. 


"Get out," he said. "Fast!" 


All of the guys left the car as fast as they could have managed it. Kirk and Dave dragged David with them 
after they had laid his arms around their necks and gripping them, so David didn't fall down. 


By running up to the entrance of the police station, James had to cough violently but he reached the door and 


opened it. There was a short corridor to the main room, and James ripped open the glass door. 

Behind a counter three policemen were to be seen. They wide-eyed and open-mouthed stared at the dirty, 
partly bare-chested and completely exhausted musicians. Dave and Kirk had laid the now unconscious David 
down on the floor, breathing hard and fast. 


"Please, help us," James hoarsely begged, looking at the policemen. 


Then he fell down to the floor and passed out, too. 


Chapter 4 
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Chapter 4l 


James woke up with a cry. 


He abruptly ripped open his eyes and saw a white painted room all around him, and he also heard the 


threatening ‘beep-beep-beep' of a monitor nearby and noticed himself lying in a hospital bed, 

Immediately he panicked in shock and overwhelming fear because he thought that he was back in one of Lars' 
intensive care unit rooms, again His body started to shake violently and his pulse raced, and he cried out over 
and over again. 


"Please .. Please, no, no, no .. please let me go! PLEASE! Don't torture me any longer .. Oh, please no ... NO!" 


He lifted his arms to protect him and to push away a potential enemy, tensing up his muscles to a maximum 


and breathing hard and painful. 


But the next moment Jason was there and quickly sat down on James's bed, bending low and taking James into 
his arms. James sobbed helplessly. 


"Don't cry, baby," Jason quietly but firmly said. "We are in a hospital in London .. Don't have any fear, baby. 


You are save .. We all are safe .. There's no danger anymore." 

James cramped his right fingers into the fabric of Jason's shirt - his left hand seemed to be useless - and 
tugged hard. He still cried with his face on Jason's left shoulder. Jason kissed James’ head and stroked his long 
blond mane what had been cleaned up in the meantime. 

"Lars ... Lars .. Lars hasn't caught us?" James asked in hoarse tone. He still trembled. 


"No, he hasn't caught us," Jason softly answered. "He hasn't caught us, baby. 


"What .. what ha .. happened?" James sobs slowly subsided and his fingers let go of Jason's shirt. 


After a moment Jason helped him to lay back but stayed close to him. Out of the corners of his eyes James 
noticed Kirk who sat on another hospital bed on the left side of his own but his eyes didn't leave Jason's. 


"Maybe you don't remember everything," Jason answered to James' question, stroking James’ face. "The 
medics had to give you sedatives because you started to get all panic after you've woken up for the first 
time during the transport to the first hospital .. You tried to beat up the paramedics becouse you must have 
thought about them being enemies. Before this you have been passed out inside the police station we had 


reached after you have got break open and hotwired an old Mercedes to drive us to the next village.” 
James stared at him then rubbed his forehead and stroked back some strands of his long hair. 

"Yes .. yes, | remember .. ls the car okay?" 

Jason had to laugh. Thinking firstly about the car was typical for James who loved cars. 


"Yes, baby, it's okay. The driver's window has to be replaced because you hit it into pieces with your elbow, 
and there's a slight damage on the driver's front board, but don't worry. The owner of the car is more than 


happy that we have made it out of Lars’ insane maze and then out of the forest to flee as fast as we could” 
"You sure," James anxiously asked. 


"Absolutely, Jamie, please don't worry .. The owner is a Lord and he always has hated Lars and his 
unbelievable arrogance, and he also lived in constant fear because of Lars' threatening bodyquards and security 
service, and what he has done to the castle .. The old, medieval castle has been a family property of Lord 
Egmonton since the medieval age, but years ago he and his family had to sell everything except the old and 
pretty small house they are still living in becouse there wasn't any more money to pay up the necessary 
repairs on the castle .. Lars paid him a very low sum because he said that the castle would be a mere ruin, 
anyway, and Lord Egmonton had no other choice than to accept ... But he had no chance to visit his former 
castle after it has been renovated. He also didn't know what Lars has done to the Amazing maze, he just heard 
the shooting all over his former property, and he's sure that there must be a lot of corpses buried 
somewhere in the forests." 


"Corpses inside the forest?" 


"Yes, and in the lakes of the property too .. The police and the Homicide department of Scotland Yard are sure 
about this because there must be A LOT of corpses because of the many missed persons, mostly business 
guys, who had a lot to do with Lars and had vanished all of a sudden without leaving a trace .. The police has 
visited the castle several times but hasn't found anything inside, and there never have been enough suspicion 
factors to be able to order a closer inspection of everything, including the very large property with the 
forests and lakes." 


"That's right,” Kirk all of a sudden said. "| have been there two or three times when the police arrived, and 
Lars always quickly ordered his awful personal to get me inside the hidden hospital. | never got a chance to talk 


to the policemen. And the police never found the also perfectly hidden elevators to the hospital and the 
beginning of the maze ... Lord Egmonton told them about the maze but they had no chance to search for the 
entrance or exit. | always was so shocked when they had to leave the property without having found anything 
suspicious .. Lars' bodyguards always behaved very seriously, well and cooperative whenever police or special 
agents would have shown up at the castle." 


James got calmer more and more and finally got relaxed. Jason was relieved. He had known that James would 


get a panic attack by waking up in another hospital room. 


He, James and Kirk shared one room, and Dave and David the room next to theirs. The doctors had guessed 
that it would have been better for James if he'd have his friends inside his room. Jason's bed stood very 
close to James because Jason openly had told the doctors and nurses about him and James being a couple. 


Dave had done the same about him and David. There was no sense in hiding the facts. 


David still was very weak but there wasn't another bleeding inside his head after all the exhausting stress and 
pain the guys had suffered from. Dave lovingly and intensely cared about his boyfriend. 


James asked for them, and Kirk got over to the other room to fetch Dave. David was asleep and they didn't 


want to wake him. 


As Kirk returned with Dave, two of Metallica's bodyguards and two policemen - all of them armed with guns - 
looked inside the room, too, giving the musicians thumbs-up then the metal hand sign but didn't say too much. 


"We are here, guys, eight men in front of the doors and two at every side at the corridor," one of the 
bodyguards told them. "No one will get inside your or Dave's and David's room, okay? We have identified Lars’ 


spies with Kirk's help, and these fuckers already got busted" 


James was so relieved. He had seen that the windows of the hospital room had been blinded, so no one had a 


chance to get a look inside the room from the outside. 


The very moment the door closed behind the bodyguards and the policemen, Dave hurried over to James' bed, 
sat down and hugged James closely. James immediately got his arms around Dave, too, and both men started 


to cry. 


"Dave, oh Dave, how are you?" James sobbed, running his fingers through Dave's red mane. "Are you okay? 


Please tell me that you're okay.” 


‘I'm okay and well," Dave hoarsely brought out. "I'm so happy you're finally awake, sweetie .. We made it! We 


survived the murderous maze of the Danish gnome .. We survived" 


"Oh my god, yes .. Yes, we survived," James cried, holding onto Dave's arm. He noticed the multiple hematomas 
there. "How's David? Is he okay? How is he?" 


"He still is very weak but his head is okay, and the doctors are positive that he will recover pretty fast," Dave 


answered. "And you will recover soon, too.” 
He sat up but stroked James’ cheek and hair, smiling at him. 


Now, James looked at his left hand and saw that his fourth and third finger, and also his hand had been got on 


a splint, and he noticed the infusion on his right lower arm, too. He immediately frowned. 

"What's this?" he asked. His pulse quickened. 

"IFs just an infusion because you have been asleep for a whole day, and couldn't drink anything," Jason quickly 
answered. "And you've broken your fourth finger. The doctors got the bones straight and then on the splint ... 


There wasn't a need to operate, and they said that the broken bone will heal without complications." 


James looked from his hand into Jason's eyes and instantly knew that Jason had told him the truth. Jason 


never lied to him. 
"I love you so much, Jase," he whispered. 


Jason bent down and kissed James, very softly and lovingly, and James laid his arms around Jason's neck, 


sighing happily. 


Dave looked at them and smiled then silently got up and left the room as soundlessly as he could have 


managed. 


Nobody noticed the tears in Kirk's eyes. 


During the following night James woke up and was a little disoriented for a moment. But then he remembered 
where he was and what had happened and he felt Jason's body behind his, and Jason's arm around his waist, 
fingers splayed out on James' belly and lower chest. 

At the first moment James didn't know what got him awoke but then he heard Kirk's muffled sobs. In the dim 
light he looked over at Kirk's bed and saw his friend and bandmate cry with his face buried in his pillow. Kirk's 
shoulders violently twitched. His sobs sounded so desperate. 

James immediately felt bad and guilty, and his eyes got wet from tears. 

Behind him Jason slowly moved. 


"lIl care about him," he whispered into James’ ear. "You stay in bed please, baby." 


James gave a light nod, and Jason carefully stood up to walk over to Kirk's bed. He sat down and cautiously laid 


his hand onto Kirk's back, stroking it: 
‘Its just me, Kirk - Jason ... Please, let me help you, babe," he whispered. 
"No. Go away," Kirk sobbed. "I don't need somebody to help me in any way .. Go away." 


"Everybody needs someone to help when he's sad and lonely," Jason softly answered. "And | know you're sad 
and lonely, Kirk, because you still don't know what has happened to Jim, and if he's well or not.” 


Kirk gave some desperate whimpers. 


"He's dead .. He's dead .. He must be dead ... | haven't seen him since we entered the maze, and he must be 


dead .. Oh, my god, Jim must be dead ... | can't live without him, and he's dead, | know he's dead ..” 
He cried in desperation, and Jason couldn't have done anything to make him stop. 


"Jim isn't dead," someone at the door of the room calmly said. "He's here." 


Chapter 42 
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Chapter 42 


Kirk nearly jumped out of his bed, crying out in shock and excitement, but Jim was faster and sat on the bed 
in the blink of an eye. Jason quickly stood up and went back to James to make room for the both lovers. 


‘Oh Jim ... Jimmy ... You're alive .. Oh, my Jimmy, | love you so much, baby ... You are alive, oh, my god ..." Kirk 


cried, and tears constantly ran down his cheeks. "I thought I'd never see you again .. Oh, my god, you're alive!" 


"Yes, l'm alive, baby," Jim hoarsely said. A flood of tears ran down his cheeks, too, while he kissed Kirk's face 
without pause. "Oh, I'm so happy you're alive, Too ... I've so much in fear you won't survive this awful maze .. | 
thought I'd lose you ... But the police told us that you all have survived and | am so happy to be here now, and 


He had no chance to say more because Kirk searched for his lips and then they kissed, just touching the other 
one's lips softly but hungrily, sighing and moaning in pleasure. 


‘Oh baby," Jim whispered after he and Kirk had stopped kissing and went on to stroke the other one's face and 
hair. "I'm so sorry for not getting here sooner ... But at first they wanted to bust me, too, until Gerry and Jay 
and Dennis told them what has been going on and who | am, and then | had to do and to decide a lot and the 
police needed me because of the little motherfucker, and what to do with him .. And they didn't want me to 
call someone to make sure that no one of Lars' underlings would get it that the fucker no longer has anything 


to say or to order .. But I'm so sorry ... | craved so much for seeing you, talking to you, and to feel you .." 


"Don't be sorry, darling, I'm so relieved that you have survived, too .. Oh, how much | love you, my baby .. 


Can we stay together forever now?" 


"Yes, yes, | always wanted it so much, Kirk .. If | could have killed Lars during the last years, | would done it, 


just for you .. But I'm no killer, I'm not Lars, and | can't do things like this ..." 


‘I'm so happy that you haven't got anything of Lars' awfully cruel and bad habits or anything of his disorders, 


baby, and | knew this from the very first moment on. You aren't like your awful brother .." 


Jim breathed in deeply and gave a low moan 
"l'm just his half-brother," he then said in calm tone and slowly sat up. 
"What?" Kirk sat up, too, staring at Jim with his eyes ripped open. "You aren't his brother?" 


"I AM his brother - but not fully, just his half-brother. His father isnt MY father .. Torben and Lane wanted 
to have another child, and they thought a sibling would calm Lars down, but Torben finally said he didn't want 
to get the father of the next child because in HS family have been several relatives with personal disorders. 
He feared that another child would be born with the same disorder like Lars .. So he and Lane agreed that 
another man should be the father." 


‘Oh, my god! Why didn't you talk about this to me, Jimmy?" Kirk whispered, stroking Jim's face. 
Jim looked down then shyly back at Kirk. 


"I. | didn't want you to think bad about Torben and my biological mother, and also about my parents, too .. 
And I've been ashamed because Lane and Torben have done this on purpose, and it sounds so selfish of them .. 
Well, it WAS selfish, | guess, but I'm glad they did it like this .. Lane made an old lover of hers from school - 
he died in the meantime - believe that she would leave her husband and wanted to be with the other guy, so 
he slept with her two or three times while Torben didn't do it until it was sure that she has got pregnant ... 
With TWINS! My parents too didn't know about this special fact until | was seven years, and until it could be 
seen that | don't have any personal disorders .. If you don't count that | constantly refused to clean up my 
room what got my mother pretty furious.” 


Kirk had to laugh. 
"Yeah, she told me about this." 


"Oh shit! When did she do this?" 


"As Metallica played a show in London after you had told your parents about our love .. She managed to sneak 
to London and to slip me a note, and she asked for a secret meeting. | managed it. It wasn't easy - but | 
managed it. We met in an old-fashioned hotel outside of London ... | got there with the underground trains, and | 
changed trains so many times - until | had been sure that no one would be behind my back. It was pretty 
exhausting .. But then | met your mother in a pretty shabby room of the hotel, and there | re-did my face, 
so she could have a proper look at me, not the stage and photo look she was used to see .. Of course | did my 
face again before leaving .. We talked just one hour to risk nothing because she also was in fear of Lars’ 
revenge. But the hour was enough for her to get answered all her questions, and she was happy that you 
have found a guy you're in love with. She wasn't so glad that Lars had a grip on me but she accepted it ... 


Your mother is a very lovely woman, and | wanna meet her as often as possible." 


"You WILL meet her very often because | love my parents, and you are my baby, so you have to come with 


me when I'll visit them," Jim said, laughing. "I'm so happy that you had the chance to talk to her." 


Now the both band mates and friends of Kirk inside the other bed couldn't manage to stay quiet any longer. 


"But Kirk, someone could have identified you as Metallica's lead guitarist," Jason said, not very glad to hear 
this. He laid behind James propped onto his left elbow. 


"No one recognized me. Really, | swear," Kirk answered, glancing at Jason and James. "I could easily get a job as 
a make-up- and hair-artist in the meantime. | never mentioned this fact to Lars, of course. He still believes 

that I'm too dumb to tell waterproof eyeliner from not-waterproof. And I'm also too dumb to get the eyeliner 
accurately onto my lids. HE of course never had a problem to do his face, the little shit, as he constantly uses 


to tell me." 
He looked back at Jim, eyes still wide. 
"| still can't believe that we all have survived," he whispered. 


"Me too," Jim said. He stroked Kirk's hair. "What happened in the maze? HIS awful maze .. You have to tell me 
everything about it and how you have managed to get through ... 


"This has to wait," Jason threw in. "We can tell you everything about it tomorrow, but for first we need to 
know what happened to Lars ... | guess, you didn't kill him." 


Jim gave a groan and closed his eyes, and then breathed through deeply several times before he glanced at 


Jason. 


"| wanted to kill him, | really wanted ... But now way, | couldn't have done it. | know HE wouldn't have hesitated 
for a second if he would has been in my position ... But | just kept his muscles completely relaxed by the 
medication and got a tube inside his trachea for artificial breathing. He was unable to move just the smallest 
muscle .. But .. but because | wanted to see his eyes, and because | wanted him to see me and to know who 
was doing this to him, | held his lids slightly open with stripes of plaster .. l'm so ashamed because of this but 
~ but .. He stared at me with his awful green eyes and he was so full of hate and murder .. | knew that he 
had to be deaf on the left ear from the shot what had got blown off beside his ear but I.. | couldn't stop to 
tell him about how much | hate him, too, and for how long | wanted to kill him because he has tortured Kirk 
and so many other guys, and that he has murdered my Rosie, my twin, and that | never had a chance to hold 


her and tell her that | love her ..| couldn't stop .. and so | yelled at him, and l'm so ashamed because | did 


this. | shouldn't have done but | ... | didn't know how to stop .." 
Jim had to pause to wipe off his tears but didn't succeed. He cried helplessly. Kirk hugged him closely. 


‘Its okay, baby, it's okay," he whispered. "I know how you feel because | always wanted to kill him, too, and | 


never managed to do it ... I'm no murderer, too." 
He stroked his boyfriend's back and kissed his neck until Jim stopped to cry and was able to tell them more. 


"Gerry and Dennis have been with me inside the operation's waking-up room where we kept Lars. We had 
closed and locked the steel doors from the inside to make sure that none of Lars’ loyal killer fuckers could get 
inside .. Dennis held contact to the other guys from MI5 and finally with the troops of the special command 
units of the Service and of GSG4 who had entered the castle and the whole property by helicopters. Gerry 
stood beside me with his machine gun pointed at Lars, and he was extremely calm and cold as he told Lars 
that he won't hesitate to blow off and get splashed Lars’ brain all over the room if the fucker would give him 
the slightest cause to do so, and that he URGENTLY wished that Lars would just blink at him to give him this 
cause BECAUSE he wanted to shoot him and has waited so long for it .. He told him that he was perfectly 
aware about Lars being the murderer of his wife - and of his little daughter who never had a chance to live 
the life she would have deserved .. And Lars hadn't another chance than to listen to me and Gerry with his 
good right ear - | hope his left ear will stay deaf forever - and to look at both of us." 


Jim paused once more. Kirk didn't say a word but had tears in his eyes. His hand was at Jim's cheek and his 
fingertips softly stroked his lover's temple. 


James and Jason had no words, too. James bit his lower lip and gave a very low whimper. Tears ran down his 
face. His muscles were tensed up. He felt Jason's fingers around his shoulder and heard Jason's flat but fast 
breathing. They all never had thought about - in their worst dreams - that they ever would got to hear 
anything like this. 


Jim - who looked very lost and tired - needed a while to get back control about his composure while Kirk 


caressed him. Then he looked up again 


Finally, Gerry and | had no more strength to stand it .. We have been near a break-down, and we couldn't 
stand it any second longer," he whispered, breathing hard. "So | injected Lars some anaesthetics to get him 
asleep and got the stripes of plaster off his eyelids ..| .. | even didn't forget the eye-drops to prevent his 


eyes from getting dry .. And then - FINALLY - the guys from the special unit commands of several countries 


had reached us, and we opened up the doors." 


Chapter 43 
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Chapter 43 


„You opened up the doors? You must have been mad," Jason said, frowning. He nearly couldn't believe it. "You 
just went and opened up the doors because someone said you should do it? That has been pretty risky l'd say 


.. | could have been a trick." 


"Sure. It could have been a trick," Jim answered, agreeing. His green eyes had nothing of Lars' green eyes - 
just the colour. They looked warm and open. "But you can believe me that Gerry isn't the guy who wouldn't get 
it if one of his own men tries to lie at him .. And we HAD to open up because | had to connect Lars to a fully 
artificial working breathing machine and to the other life supporting systems .. He was in narcosis and | 


couldn't let him lie around like this .." 


"Oh, | won't have had a problem with this," Kirk coldly said "After a while the narcotic gases would have been 
consumed, and then I'd have said ‘Oh, shit, no more oxygen inside these bottles - how funny, and sorry Lars, 


but we have to go now, so have a nice day'!" 
"KIRK!" This was Jason. "This is cruel.” 
Kirk just gave a bitter sounding laugh. 


"Cruel? Do you really think its cruel?" Kirk shook his head. "No. | would have given him the whip in addition, or 
dropped hot fucking wax all onto him, or | would have hit his body with electric stimulations .. He loves to do 
this to me. There are a thousand of pleasurable ideas inside my head. | have a lot of fantasy. Unfortunately, 
Lars never gave me a chance to let him know - and especially feel - about them. He COULD have been pleased 
to get these practices performed on himself, who knows .. And maybe it would had been much more effective 
to let him feel some SLIGHT pain because then he'd reach his orgasm maybe already just ONE hour after the 
beginning of his perverted stimulation - not two or three for me extremely exhausting hours later to get up 
his little Danish cock .. But he never wanted to be at the wrong end of his numerous whips ... Sad, really sad. 
He has such a beautiful collection of abnormal whips and shit like this .. | always LOVED to get tortured by a 
madman in a SS uniform who imitates the sick voice of his adopted ‘grandfather’ - his idol - dear Adolf Hitler, 
the little shit. What a FUN it always have been to get whipped and tortured by a Danish Adolf Hitler ‘en 
miniature’ ... Shit, | could vomit on the spot now! .. Do you fucking know how it is to get the tips of your toes 


graced by the hot flames of thick churches’ candles then cooled them down by ice cubes just to get them 
burned some seconds later once again? This is such a FUCKING PLEASURE .. And the hot needles under your 
skin? Lovely! WOW! What an intense sexual stimulation .. Absolutely great" 


Kirk gave a dangerous and long-drawn hiss. "Yes. YES, | craved for years to do things like those to Lars ... | also 
dreamed of ripping stripes off his skin. Slowly! Very, very, very slowly! And | would have done this while he 


would have been fully awake without a sedative or painkiller.” 


Now, Kirk breathed hard and fast. His dark eyes looked like firy coals, and his hatred made his tone acidly and 


dangerous. 


"Well, we all know about your excellent and sometimes bizarre fantasy, Kirk - okay, they are somewhat more 
than bizarre," James said after he had swallowed hard multiple times. He tried to cool Kirk down by talking to 
him but the lead guitarist was heavily excited in his rage, and James hatred built up in intensity, too. "I can 
understand you so very well, Kirk, especially since | know what he has done to me and poor David, fully risking 
us to die on the glazier he had brought us. So, | have to admit that | MIGHT have been interested in having 
assisted you - in this case - to get fulfilled ALL of your fantasies .. Oh fucking, YES!" 


He now breathed hard too. A cough stopped him to go on. Finally he had back his breath. 


‘| didn't know that it's possible to hate another person with every single cell of my body," he hoarsely croaked, 
briefly covering his eyes with his left hand before looking back at Kirk and Jim. "This is .. awful .. This isn't 
ME. But .. but Lars wanted to kill me and all my best friends - just for fun, just to satisfy his perverted lust, 
just to torture you, Kirk, because he wanted you to suffer by seeing your friends die a cruel death to get 
you his puppet on a string more and more .. But | never, never will understand it WHY he needs to do this, I'l 
never understand his motifs." 


‘Is not necessary to even TRY to understand his motifs," Jim exhaustedly answered. "Lars needs things like 
this to keep off any sign of boredom of himself .. These people don't feel alive if they don't get their 
satisfaction by acting perverted and cruel. H's pretty ‘normal behaviour for a patient with such a deep 
dissocial and paranoid personality disorder. He doesn't know otherwise .. He feeds his own satisfaction by being 
cruel and hurting or killing other people - just for fun, just to reach the orgasm he otherwise never would 
reach .. And this also means that his cruel actions always have to increase in intensity and cruelty because 
the stimulus loses its intense after being repeated several times .. So, the dissocial person has to go onto the 
next level to get the same result .. Jack the Ripper has been a classical example for such an extremely cold 
and dissocial personality disorder .. And it's always a sexual stimulus what drives forward these mental ill but 
dangerous people, but much more intense than the sexual stimulus and resulting orgasm by just mobbing a 
colleague at work, or someone who is weaker than you, is the knowledge to have another person broken down 


into pieces and getting them into an useless wreck .. These persons are incurable." 


For a long time none of the guys inside the hospital room said a word. Everybody was deeply shocked and 
exhausted. 


Jim looked very tired and exhausted, too. 


"The police, MIS and Interpol had an international arrest warrant," he whispered after a while, now lying inside 


Kirk's bed after he had stripped off his clothes. 


Two nurses had brought some sandwiches and tea for the guys, and the bodyguards had signalled that they 
still were there to protect all of them. 


"Where is Lars now?" Jason asked. 


"He's in jail," Jim answered. "At first they thought he would be sick and NEEDED the artificial respiration, but 
then | got him awake and got the intra tracheal tube out of him, and then they realized that he WASN'T sick ... 
He called them names - it was awful - and threatened to get them killed one after the other, and to castrate 
them - the usual stuff. But the guys from Scotland Yard and MID weren't impressed .. They just looked from 
their papers at him as if he'd been just an ugly and useless insect, and repeated ‘Of course, Sir Lars' or ‘We'll 
consider that, thank you for the information’, and so on .. The asshole had no chance and got furious more and 
more. And finally they busted him and transported him to a jail with a special forensics department for 


psychopathic and mental ill murderers and delinquents .. It's near the famous Dartmoor prison 


Jim gave a tired groan. "In the meantime they have started to search for corpses and other traces of 
murderous activities all inside the castle and over the large medieval property. Jay and his guys have showed 
them the maze, and they have entered the maze, too .. The traces and signs you have left during your 


passing the maze must be clear enough. Lars won't have a chance to talk himself out." 


"Are you sure" James asked. His voice slightly trembled. "He has lied too much to too much people, and he's 
such a perfect liar." 


‘lm pretty sure,’ Jim answered. He bent to kiss Kirk's neck then looked up once more. "This time l'm absolutely 
sure that no one - NO ONE - will believe just one word he's talking to the guys from police, special unit 
commands, Interpol or lawyers. He has done too much to all of them - and to us." 


The guys had to stop talking because all of them were exhausted too much and had to sleep a little. Jim 
stayed with Kirk, Jason with James. They hadn't wanted to disturb Dave or David because the guys needed 


their sleep, too. 


In the morning Jason talked with Metallica's management, so James and Kirk had a little more time to recover. 


Dave talked to Megadeth' management while David got back to sleep after breakfast. 


Jim was pretty busy to talk to the police and the special services from Interpol and different European 
countries. The countries all wanted to get a grip on Lars but it looked like Lars having done a major fault to 
get his German passport legal enough to be a German citizen The Germans immediately had issued a warrant 


for Lars' arrest in one of their high security psychiatric-forensics jails. 


This meant a lot of trouble for Lars because he had no chance to get out of there the rest of his lifetime if 
he would have been found to be fit enough to undergo this special detention. 


As Jim was back in the guys hospital room in the late evening, they all asked what had been gone on in the 
meantime. He looked from one to the other, accepting a cup of tea from Kirk. 


"Well, the case isn't as easy as I've thought .. Lars' parents refuse to meet her son, not even for the trial .. 


And as it looks like there's no money left to even pay up Lars’ lawyers. It's all gone." 


Chapter 44 
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Chapter 44 


„WHAT?" James nearly fell off his bed as he heard this. "The money is GONE? Are you sure? We are here 


talking about Lars, man ... He never had ‘no money’ in his whole lifetime. This can't be right! Never!" 


"Unfortunately, it IS the truth," Jim calmly answered. "As it looks like, of course. But his property 
administrators who also partly know about Lars: illegal cash depots - Cayman Islands, Switzerland, Bahamas, Isle 
of Man, and so on - told me that there ain't much money left. Lars has a lot of real estate holdings all over 
the world, he had gold, silver and diamonds in several depots - but the reserves of those are very small, now. 
Its barely enough to pay the necessary repairs on his multiple villas and houses ... He has built an insane large 
sky scraper in Dubai years ago, for example, but estimated an 80 percent of the thing isn't rented yet, so he 
had billions of costs but no income. As it looks like nobody has an interest in renting large offices or 
apartments in a shitty skyscraper in Dubai where people just have a nice look at lots of sand or always the 
same bazaar. Even buying lots of insane expensive watches from gold and diamonds and design clothes by 
visitors and tourists in Dubai is boring after a while .. Maybe he should have got the skyscraper a hotel but 
this would have been too risky, too .. And Lars must have done a lot of those not well-thought through 
things." 


"Who had thought it that Lars would be so stupid. But that's easily to understand because he alsways thought 
that he never would fail when it comes to money," James said. He held his bandaged and splinted left hand with 
his right. His broken finger hurt. "But Kirk has told us that Lars must have masses of properties all over the 
world - castles, countryside villas, buildings - just to rent them -, landscapes, airplanes, industries, and 
security services all over the world The Queen got him a knight of the British Empire. She must have had a 
cause to do so. You can't deny this, Jim." 


"And | won't deny this," Jim answered. "But we all just saw the things he had bought, and we had to listen to 
his elaborates about his unbelievable richness because of his clever activities at the stock exchanges, and that 
every bank manager in the world would seek his - LARS' - advice because Lars would be the only one who's 
able to get them as rich as himself, just by snapping his fingers, so these bloodsuckers immediately would get 
down to the floor in front of him and would get busy to lick the Masters boots .. And lemme tell you - Lars 
always easily managed to pull the cash out of the pockets of his stupid believers before they even realized 
what has happened to them. Of course he just paid his own depths with their cash whenever someone 


threatened to get Lars' ass if the money won't be back PRONTO! And doing some windy business with the 


Russian or Italian Mafia ain't funny because these guys usually insist to get back their cash .. Otherwise good 
Sir Lars would have got personal time to small-talk with some pretty disinterested sea fish while wearing 


shoes from concrete." 


The guys were silent for a while and looked at each other. 


Dave and David were there, too. David looked much better. Dave held him closely, stroking his long hair over 


and over again. David leaned his head on Dave's shoulder. 
Its hard to believe that a man like Lars might have lost all his money," David after a while said. 
Jim looked at David and just shrugged. 


"As it looks like Lars totally has lost control about his financial transactions. He has a lot of personal to take 
care of his money but they couldn't have taken care of something what doesn't exist any longer. And Lars 
always insisted to do every decision and every bussiness by himself, so his personal hadn't much to say .. As 
it seems, Lars had to sell his ten Lear Jets during the last two years, and his properties in France and Italy To 
pay up the costs of the personal of the other properties and the luxury he was used to. He kept his Airbus 
because he thought that a billionaire like he HAS to have an Airbus .. This is such a ridiculous idea but it's 
typical for Lars." 


"That's absolutely right," Kirk agreed. "I just have seen the two castles during the last two years - the one 
here in England, the other one is the castle in Bavaria, Germany .. And of course his penthouse in New York | 


didn't know that he has sold the other stuff. He must be mad." 


"He IS mad," Jim said. 


Every one of the traumatized guys got offered to see and speak with a psychologist or psychiatrist. 


At first James harshly refused to speak to one of these crazy ‘shrinks' but then he decided to do it. After he 
has sat down in the chair the psychiatrist had offered to him, James started to cry and couldn't stop crying 


for a whole hour. While crying he stammered out some sentences about what had happened and described the 
physical and psychic pain he was in. He never would have talked to Jason about all of this but could have done 
it with a complete stranger who didn't judge him and just listened and asked some questions. 


He had flashbacks of the things what had happened inside the maze and also he started to remember some of 
his fears as he had searched for shelter while running naked over the glacier Lars had chosen to torture 


James. 


After this consulting hour had been over, James felt so much relieved and looked forward to the next hour 


the following day. 


Kirk talked to psychiatrist, too. But HE was still frozen, with his hate and fears and pain deeply pushed back to 
the darkest part of his brain as he was used to do over so many years, and he answered to the questions like 
a computer without emotions. But he, too, agreed to see the psychiatrist again because he knew that he was 


at the very edge of his mental control and had to talk about which cruel things he had to suffer from. 


Dave ran up and down the psychologists room who had offered him to talk to him, swearing heavily and yelling 
about Lars, and what he wanted to do to him if he ever would get the chance to lay a hand on him. David was 
much calmer but was traumatized a lot, too, because he remembered everything what had happened to him 
on the glacier. He remembered his growing desperation and how he continuously had lost his strength, finally 


giving in to his fate to die a freezing death. 


He also talked about the maze and his desperation to get the guys through the maze as unharmed as possible. 
He rather would have died himself if his friends would have made it. He nearly got out of words as he 
described the deep relief as he realized that all his friends - and he - had made it without severe injuries. 


The worst for him had been the ‘White room when James had got near to fall into the awful abyss what has 
been filled up by sulphur acid. There was a picture in his head, showing James by getting eaten by the acid 
very slowly while crying out in hellish pain. The psychologist had to stop him because David's blood pressure - 
which got controlled by a monitor all the time - shot up to 180/100 mmHg while he talked about this, and 
David got leaded by the psychologist to another mental picture he always had liked - laying beside a small 


river nearby the farm, eyes closed, feeling a soft summer breeze. 


Jim and Jason were easier to talk to. Jason was very calm because he hadn't suffered as much as his friends 


and Jim continuously had talked to a befriended psychiatrist and to his parents since years. 
Jim had arranged himself with Lars‘ madness and threatens, but he suffered a lot because of Rosie's death. 


He never had got it why an older brother would want to kill his younger siblings. He knew about Lars' motifs - 
as young as Lars had been as he had killed Rosie - but he wasn't able to get it. He also knew about the 
jealousy of older kids who got a sister or brother and tried to hurt them to get rid of them without knowing 
what they were doing because they hadn't the idea what death would mean and that the sibling won't come 
back in such a case. But Lars had done it on purpose and HE had known about the concept of death - three 


years old or not. He also had tried to kill Jim - whose name had been Ole at this time - but failed because the 
baby had cried so loud that his parents got alarmed, finding little Rosie already being dead. 


The following day he told the guys a lot more about Lars and his behaviour. 


"He still is in this jail near the Dartmoor jail," he said "The guys from MI5 told me that he has tried to talk 
himself out but without a positive result, of course. Now he's up to threaten them to get them tortured and 
killed by his murderous security guys ... He doesn't seem to realize that there were forensics psychiatrists 
and psychologists. Of course he refuses to talk to one of them. But everything he does or yells or says is 


getting taped. He won't have much fun by watching the tapes during his trials .. He still thinks that he is some 
Adolf Hitler who has the right to rule the world." 


"Will he stay here in England?" Jason asked. "| mean, he has done all of this to us while we're in England, and 
the cruel maze belongs to an English property." 


"Nope," Jim answered. "The Germans have asked for getting him handed over because he HAS a legal German 
passport and is a German citizen .. | guess that they will get him. His German castle is nearby Munich, and 
also nearby is a jail with a mental hospital inside, specialized on extremely dangerous psychopathic murderers .. 


This won't be fun for Lars." 
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Chapter 45 


„He doesn't suffer from schizophrenia," Professor Lang said, his fingertips laid together. "Mr. Ulrich just TRIES 
to make us believe in him suffering from schizophrenia .. But he isn't clever enough. We watched him closely 
for a long time now, and he isn't able to keep up his story without doing faults which won't happen when he 
REALLY suffers from this disease. He suffers from a massive dissocial personal disorder, combined with a 


paranoid personal disorder. But there aren't enough plausible signs of schizophrenia." 


He gave James and Jason a small smile. The professor was senior house officer of the jail hospital of a village 


named Straubing near Munich in Germany. 


The Germans had asked to get handed over Lars who had been in a mental hospital inside a prison in England. 
But Lars’ only legal passport - he had numerous of forged passports - was the German one, so he was a 


German citizen. That had been a great mistake he had done. 


The German justice had hard rules when it came to psychopathic criminals, especially murderers. The guys had 
to stay in jails with mental hospitals inside, mostly for the rest of their lives. No one wanted to risk another 


murder or high-class crime of these people who couldn't get cured of their severe personal disorder. 


Inside this jail there was "The Cannibal" whose victims had delivered himself to the murderer, believing that 

the man just would castrate them and get cooked a delicious meal of penis and balls of his victim, sharing the 
meal with them to pleasure them. But ‘The Cannibal’ didn't stop after he had castrated his hopeful victims. He 
used to slice them open very slowly to feast on them while taping every detail with his video camera to jerk 


off multiple times to the video tapes after he had eaten large parts of his victims. 


No way, that such a psychopathic killer could get out of jail because there never would have been a chance to 


change the massive psychopathic disorder of these people. 


"| see," James now said. "But if he doesn't have schizophrenia, why does he constantly insist of hearing voices 
inside his head who would tell him to murder, or to order his killers to do the killing for him? He had lots of 
killers who have done the job for him." 


"These killers mostly are psychopaths of extreme intensity themselves," Professor Lang answered. "Mr Ulrich 
has chosen them BECAUSE of this. He exactly knew that these guys would get fulfilled his personal wishes as 
perfect as he never would have managed to do himself. He isn't a good shooter or a good fighter, and he 
doesn't like to do the dirty work himself .. This is pretty typical. He would have been aroused a lot by seeing 
and watching you and your friends die in his murderous maze ... Unfortunately for him he had no chance to 
watch the scenes because he got immobilized by his half-brother, Jim Ulrich. This had been very hard for 
Lars Ulrich because he NEEDED to watch everything to satisfy his perverse lust. He can't get an orgasm 
without torturing another guy, or without watching the torturing of other people." 


"This is so perverted," Jason said and shuddered. "And there really isn't a cure?" 


“There is none," Professor Lang said. "The dissocial and sexually perverted disorder is inborn. This mostly is the 
reason for the cruel activities of little kids who want to kill their younger siblings .. And these kids very often 
succeed in doing so without getting suspicious. Everybody thinks that they are innocent because they haven't 
known what would happen if they suffocate the baby with a cushion, or what would happen if they forcefully 
stuff the hamster of a friend from kindergarten between the cushions of the couch inside the living room of 


the parents of their kindergarten-friends .. They all look like angels, and they behave like innocent angels." 


"Oh shit," James murmured. "| knew it. But what now? What to do with Lars? His parents refuse to care about 
him. They are in deep fear, and | can't judge them because of this. His half-brother Jim Ulrich tries to get 
more information about the financial disaster Lars had managed to create. But | guess that its too much for 
him because he just wants to work as a physician. He doesn't want to take over the chaos Lars had produced. 
There are enormous sums of depths Lars has accumulated, and nobody knows how to pay up the masses of 
creditors. It's unbelievable. We have calculated the sums, and Metallica and Megadeth together won't be able to 
get the money to pay up Lars’ depths. Not even with the help of other successful bands. We also refuse to 
bring up the money to pay up the professional killers Lars had rented" 


"That's easy to understand, and there isn't a cause for Metallica or Megadeth to pay up the depths of Mr. 
Ulrich," Professor Lang answered. "I'm glad enough that you'll accept to care about Mr. Ulrich by law, Mr. 
Hetfield He has tortured you, and you still care about him. That's a rare case, | have to say." 


"I just can do this with the help of my partner, Mr. Newsted," James answered. He touched Jason's hand. 
"Without his help | won't do this. But | think we together can try to manage it .. And we'll hand over the 


financial problems to specialists." 


"That's not fair, James," Lars complained. "I'm a victim, too, and you can't do this to me because it isn't right" 


He was connected with James by the intercom from his place behind the bullet proof glass wall what was a 
massive barrier between him and James' side of the room inside the jail. 


"The voices inside my head told me that you wanna kill me, or torture me .. And | believed them. | just 
believed them, and its not right to let me suffer because I've believed those voices .. The voices told me shit 
like this, and | believed it. They really told me shit like this, James. | always did what the voices told me to do, 
nothing else .. But now they are gone, James, they're gone .. The voices are gore. The killers inside this jail 
forced me to take the medicine but the medicine got the voices go away ... Now | believe in the medicine, | 


really do .. Please, help me. |.. | cant stand this dungeon, please, James .." 


‘lm sorry, Lars, but | can't help you," James quietly said. "And | DON'T wanna help you to get out. This isn't a 


dungeon, Lars. You have to stay because you're too dangerous. You'll try to murder again and again." 

"But this isn’t true. Please, James, believe me ... Help me to get out. | used to be your best friend .. Please.” 
"No, Lars," James firmly said, his eyes from blue ice. "You never have been my friend" 

"But why ... How can you tell me shit like ..2" 

"Because you are lying to me and you always lied to me, and now you're lying, too." 

Lars stared at James, his green eyes full of hatred He was no longer able to hide it. 

James shuddered but he tried to suppress it. He felt frozen and bad at the same time because he hated Lars 
so much. But he knew he had to take care about him because no one else wanted to do this. Everyone else 
was in fear and didn't want to be confronted with such a man who had destroyed so many lives. 

Hl tell you why | do know that you're lying to me, Lars," James quietly said after a while. "You're speaking to 
me with this funny Danish accent .. And we both know that you always have used this accent to make me 
believe that you're just a harmless and slightly stupid guy from Denmark. You don't realize that | already have 


got this fact many, many years ago." 


He stood up and turned, doing some steps to walk over to the locked door of the room where two security 


guards waited. 


Then he hesitated and looked back over his shoulder to Lars who was stunned in rage and hatred. 


‘lm so sorry," he said. 


Then he was gone. 


